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>HE inquiry is sometimes made, "Why issue so many Sabbath-school songC/book 

cannot keep pace with all the new music that is published, ajid have not su] 

the last book yet." On the other hand, it is perhaps more frequently asked, ' 

is to be the new book for this year ? we have been using your last book in our Sunday 

and now are looking for a new book; please send us sample pages of your latest." 

of these voices shall we obey? It cannot do the first any harm to issue new books, 

they are not compelled to use them. We have material always on hand — choice pieces i 

were sung— shall we hold them back until they become antiquated, or at once give them 

eager throng, ready and willing to receive them ? We prefer the latter course, — ^it is our 

business to meet just such demands, — arid while the schools of the land are enjoymg the 

tiful melody and sacred poetry of the. present collection, we will, d, v., continue our lal 

preparation of a successor to meet other demands when thes^ shall have served their pi 

That each Sabbath Home may thereby become more attractive and more spiritual is tl 

and earnest prayer of 

The Compilei 



PUBLISHER'S NOTE. 

Nearly all the Hymns and Music of this collection, also the Characters peculiar to Hood's Not 
are Copyright Propertj' they must not be Printed without the consent of the owners. 
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JnaoB GAaioTT. 



Own fSsXbSi'^ jlome. 

J U-l — N-fe-L 



Adam Gbxbbu 




1. Come,cofne away to the house of pray'r; Come,]ike the birds of the spring-time rare, Come to the arms of a 

2. Come,come away where we meet to sing Praise to the Lord our Redeemer King, Hearts full of joy to his 

3. Come,comeaway where we all may know How with thel^rd we may walk beIow,Come where his words like a 

4. Come,come away where we all may rest, Lambs of the fold, on a Saviour's breast, Come where alone we are 

_ _ _ _ _ ^ ^ . ^ ^ 
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D, 5.— Kind are the friends that a- 
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Saviour*s care, In our Sabbath home. There the purest pleasures, There the brightest treasures ; 

feet we brings In our Sabbath home, 

fountain flow, In our Sabbath home, 

tru - ly blest, In our Sabbath home. 




n^/t as there, fa our Sabbath home. 



CopyHght, 1884, ^yJo*HrjrS^o. 
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Qo and I'eacli all j(ations. 
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he heathen are weeping far o - ver the sea, The voice of their mourning comes sadly to me : 

2. The heathen are dy - ing, yes, day af - ter day, The souls he has purchased are passing a - way , 

3. The heathen are waiting his mer-cy un-told; He gives xis his gos-pel, he lends us his gold; 
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Oh, send them a message to brighten each tear, The words of the Master, ** Now be of good cheer." 
Oh, lift up the curtain from death's weary strife, And tell them that Je- sus says, " I am the Life." 
Go, spread the glad tidings where truth is unknown, Go, share in his toil, and find rest by his throne. 
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Go and teach all nations, Go and teach all nations, Go and teach all nations,'Tis the Saviour's command; 
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^0 and I'each ftll j(ations.-coNci.TTD]a». 




He is with you al-way, He is with you al-way, He is with you al-way» Enter each distant land. 





Jesus, still lead ozi. 



W. J. K. 
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I, Je-sus, still lead on, till our rest be won; And although the way be cheerless, We will follow 
a. If the way be drear, if the foe be near, Let not faithless fears overtake us, Let not faith and 
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3 When we seek relief from a long-felt grief. 
When temptations come, alluring. 
Make us patient and enduring ; [more, 
calm and fearless ; Guide us by thy hand to our Fatherland, Show us that bright shore where we weep no 
hopcforBakeus;Foj-thro'many-afoetoourhomcwego. ^ j^^^g g^m jg^^ ^^ ^jn ^^^ ^^ y^ ^^n. 

Heavenly Leader, still direct us, 
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Fannt J. Crosby. 



yes, I will Prdse jiim. 
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1. 'Neath the droppings of the fountain, Flowing now from Calv'ry's mountain, I am sitting, I am sitting all the day; 

2. By that fountain, ever flowing, Peace to all and life bestowing, As I linger I can hear the Saviour say, 
3. ye souls that mourn in sadness,He will turn your grief to gladntss, And your darkness to the light of perfect day; 
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There my loving Saviour bro't me, When so tenderly he sought me,Tis the fountain where he wash'd my sins away. 

Who- so-ev - er will believe him, Whosoev-er will receive him. He will never, he will never turn a- way. 
If your faith can reach the fountain Flowing now from Calv'ry 's mountain .He will cleanse you ,he will wash your sint 

#--P.-P..^A-P--#--#--P- ^i^^P away, 
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D.S. — millions now in glory I will shout redemption's story In e-ter- nity, when time shall be no mo 
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Yes, I will praise him, my strength and my Redeemer, Yes, I will praise him, and when my days are o'er. Wit 

J -^ ^^ ^ 
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Hbniubtta £. Blazx. 



jfarl^l 'tis the Voice. 



VTM. J. KiRKPATRXCK. 




1. Hark ! 'tis the voice of the Sayiour calling, Come unto me, come nn - to me ; Sweetly the tones of his 

2. How can you torn from the words so tender ? Come unto me, come un- to me ; Come as you are and your 

3. Slight not the voice that is still entreating: Come unto me, come un - to me ; Still at the door of your 




Cho. — ^Hark ! 'tis the voice of ihe Saviour calling, Come un- to me, come un - to me ; Sweetly the tones of his 

Fine. 
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love are falling, Come, weary soul, unto me ; Oh, what a gift your Redeemer gave you. Come and believe, 
all surren-der. Come, weary soul, unto me ; Haste to be cleansed at the healing fountain,Come and believe, 
heart repeating. Come, weary soul, unto me; Come now and learn of the meek and lowly, Come and believe, 




1 — trir-t ^ ^ 

love are Mling, Come, weary soul, unto me. 
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come and believe, Now to the cross where he died to save you. Come, weary soul, and be- lieve. 
come and believe. Free - ly 'tis flowing from Calv'ry 's mountain, Come, weary soul, and be- lieve. 
come and believe. Take now the yoke of the pure and ho - ly, Come, wea-ry soul, and be - lieve. 
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a>prtigiu, 1SS4, brJoHMj. Hooo. 




ev - ennore shall stand, Booad the throne of God, in a ho - I7, hap - py band, Bing- lug, 
fight against the &e ; And a crown our Sav - iour up - on ns will be- stow, In the 




FAifNV J.Crosbt. 



]lis ]^e7cy Enduretli ftorever. 
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1. Givethanks unto God, the Cre- a -tor of all, His mer-cy en-dur-eth for - ev - er; His blessings a- 

2. Give thanks unto God, the Redeemer of men, His mer- cy en-dur-eth for-ev - er; Repeat uie old 

3. He leadeth the faithful in pastures of green, His mer- cy en- dur- eth for - ev - er ; He guideth them 

4. Give thanks unto God that sal- va- tion is free, And mer-cy en-dur-eth for - ev - er; O, this our glad 
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round us contin-ual- ly fall. His mercy endur- eth for - ev - er. His mercy endur-eth for - ev - er; 

sto- ry again and a- gain, His mercy endur-eth for - ev - er. 

onward thro' dangers unseen, His mercy endur-eth for - ev - er. 

chorus in Eden shall be .His mercy endur- eth for - ev - er. 
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Opyr'af^, '884, by John J. Hood. 
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j^amue's Praise. 



Adam Obbbi^ 
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1. In the mnrmnr of the breeze There is mu - sic low and sweet, In thegen-tly wav-ing 
S. And the bird on air - y wii^ Seems in mer- ry tones to say, God has taught me how to 
3. Let our hearts take up the strain, Let us praise him o'er and o'er, Let us join the glad re- 




trees, And the flow'rs beneath our feet. Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, 

sing, I must praise him all the day. 

firain, Till we sing on earth no more. ?«»« ^^ Lo»^» ?«>«« **»« Lo"** 



Is the 
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language of the skies ; Praise the Lord, ' praise the Lord, Nature's hap-py Toice re- plies. 

Praise the Lord, , praise the Lord, 
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Fanky J. r.Fn«»Y 



I zfiU ^ing jfis Pvdses. 
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Wll. J. KlKKVATRlCK. 




(In his merc]^ Jesus sought me, With his precious blood he bought me, Like a shepherd kindly brought me 
' * ( On its burning sands he found me, Drew his sheltering arms around me, With his gentle love lie bound m^ 
? Now in per- feet peace abid - ing. To my Sav- iour all con- fid - ing. How the tranquil moments, gliding, 
( While his boundless joy partaking. How my raptured soul, awaking, In- to grateful song is breaking, 
I Saved by grace ! oh, wondrous story ; Hallelu - jah I glory ! glo - ry 1 With the dear ones watching o'er me 
^ ( I will tell it^by the riv - er Flowing on and on for- ev - er, When we meet^no more to sever, 
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From a des-ert drear; || To his fold so dear. Hal-le-lu-jah! halle - lu-jahl I will sing his praises, I will 
Bear me near his throne; 11 Trusting him alone. 
From the golden strand ; || In the summer land. 




sing his prais- es; Hal - le - lu - jah I hal - le - lu - jah! I will sing his prais-#s ev - er- more. 




Ci^nght, T883, byJoHfTjH^ 
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Miss Hattik M. Bird. 
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CIiTist is I^isen. 



Wm. J. KnXPATSICK. 




Sing; Neyermore 



1. Christ is ris - en, Christ is ris - en^ Let our hearts with gladness sing; Neyermore shall tomb im- 

2. Oh, that all could know this sto- ry, Of the Saviour's wondrous love, How the Lord left all his 
3b If to fol - low him we're striving, And our crosses meekly bear, At his hap - py home ar- 

^ 
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pris - on Je-sns Christ, our Lord and King. To our Cap -tain and Befend - er We would 
glo - ry. Left his hap - pyhome a-bove; And to show tiie love he bore us, And the 
riv - ing, We shall, in his glo - ry share. Then to him who died to s^e us. Grateful 




ri:j'j-;J^^UiJ 



ey - 'ry tribute pay; Lov-ing ser-vice we would ren- der, 
price of sin to pay, O-ver death be- came vie- to -nous, 
hom - age let us pay, His own life he fi'ee -ly gave , us. 



On thishax>^pyEa8-ter Day. 
So we keep his Eas- ter Day. 
So we keep his Eas- ter , Day. 
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Christ is I^iseji.— concluded. 
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Hal - le • lu - jah! smg, hal - le - lu - jahl Let our hearts with glad-l| 
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z. O for a-heart to praise my G04. A heart from sin set free ) A heart that always feels thy blood So freely 
3. A heart resign'd. submissive, meek, My great Redeemer's throne; Where only Christ is heard to speak 

3. O for a Jowly, contrite heart, Believing, true, and clean. Which neither life nor death can part From hii 

4. A heart in ev'ry thought renew'd, And full of love divine ; Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, A < 

5. Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart ; Come quickly from above ; Write thy new name upon my heart,T 




^^^, ^JomrTH^ 



14 






?ialse ye the Loil 



H. R. F*i.HUi, by fa. 



1. Praise ye theLordI jof-fal-lyshont hO'San-iia! PiuHtbeLordwitii gladocd^m; Lift np ( 
3. Praise iretheLord! h« ia the King e- tei-nAi; Olo-iy be to Ood on high! Praise no the 




hearts tm - to his throne with gladneas,— Magnify his ho - ly name. Marching along under his 
Lord, tell of his lov - ing kindness, — Join the chonu of the sky. Still marching on, cheeri-ly 




Pioiiss ye the Lopd.— concluded. 



ts 



CHORUS. 




o'er us will sKine ; We shall he guided by his hand now and forev - er. Steadi- ly marching on, with onr 
home where the blest Gather and praise the Saviour's name, praise him forever. 

8» 




bgtM^ 
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ban-ner wav-ing o'er 

^ 



I 

us, stead- i - ly marching on, while we sing the joy - ful cho - rus ; 

8 



b^- f ^p:p-f-biH-H-?f Viw'l ^m , 
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Stead- i - ly .marching on, pillar and cloud going before us. To the realms of glory, to our home on high. 



\/'''-''''yrr-r 




i6 



Mrs. R. N. 1*URNKR. 



Lotre iTmnortaL 
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Wm. J. KlRKPATRICK. 
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1. . Love there is that passeth knowledge, Love that bringeth peace and rest ; Would'st thou feel its graciona 

2. Doubting soul, that knows no Saviour, Knows no hope beyond the sight, Would'st thou feel this love im- 

3. O believ- ing heart, take courage, Christ hath died, but not in vain ; By his woe, and grief, and 

4. Since the love that passeth knowledge Came to conquer sin and woe, All may feel its gracious 




glad - ness, Full and free, and ev - er blest? 

mor - tal. Love for -ev - er pure and bright? 

an - guish. Thou hast ev - er - last- ing gain, 
glad - ness, AU 



Je-sus, Fount of Bless - ing, 



its sa - cred joys may know. 




Source of peace and puri-ty, Take the gift he freely of- fers, Love immortal! 'tis for thee. 



Jte 
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^J^Jrj»j^J. Hnoix 



Jbnnib £. Johnson. 



youngt .^oldievs for Jesus. 



Jxo. R. SwBmnr. 
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1. Oh, we are young soldiers for Je - sns, And he, our Commander and Friend, Will help us each one to be 

2. Oh, we are young soldiers for Je - sus, And promise to follow him still ; A place in the Sunday-school 
3. Our pathway may sometimes be rugged, Our marching may sometimes be long. But gladly our footsteps shall 



y- 



J/l/^U »iy ^V www 

D. 5;— we are young soldiers for Jesus, And he, our Commander and Friend, Will help us each one to be 



Fine, 
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faith- ful, And lead us safe on to the end ; Wherev - er the post of our du - ty Let none of us 
arm- y To-day we are hap- py to fill; Yes, we are young soldiers for Je - sus, And proudly bur 
ev - er Keep time to the voice of our song; And oh, when the warfare is o - ver, And Je-sus our 

i 




faith- ful, And lead us safe on to the end. 



^^^ 
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fal-ter nor fear; Remember no danger can harm us When Je-sus our Saviour is near. Oh, 
col- ors we show ; Our watchword is right and press onward; We dread not the field nor the foe. 
Saviour shall come, How sweetly we^U rest on his bo - som. In E - den, dear E- den our home. 




C^prf^t, 'fit, bjrjomtj. Hooo. 
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fie Gomes. 
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li^hl He oomesi heoon 


•■ 1 1 1^ ' ' ' -■■■-' 

Ml be-hoW.thenight is paet,' And the day has coma at laat; 
oealvitb trumpet tongue proclaim Oar re- demp-tion thro' bis uanu 
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^H-J : dUi^Upi 




Let fty harp ra-Bonnd as onoe i 
Oh, the aongs, glad Bonga Uiat now w 


rang In the grand old time of thy atrengtfa ani 
e raiiie In the dear n - treat where we love to' 
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Jis ConiSSi— Concluded. 
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When thy soal with- in thee sweet -ly sang, Trusting in the promise of the Lord. 
In the house of prayer and joy - ous praise, Sing- ing with the hap - py ones a - hove. 




^EE 



P-j-J J-JirfTf 




Hark! O Zi - on, hear the joy-*bells ring! Lo, he com-eth, thy Redeem - er 
Crown, oh, crown him, our De - liv - 'rer - King! Hail, oh, hail him, while our gifts we 



T i — i ' 1 — I w ^ U y f ^ — 



King! 
hring! 




Use first four lints as Cho, 

Si 



D.C. 



He shall reign all glo-rious, He shall reign yic-to-rious O'er the world from shore to shore. 
All shall hear his sto - ry. All shall see his glo - ry ; He shall reign from shore to shore. 








Miss Jbnnib Stout. 



T^eath lilie Cvoss. 




1. At the cross, and 'neath it on - ly/ Finds the tron^ 



troubled heart re • lief; There's a halm beneath its 

2. Tri- ^ come and tempests shatter All our earth- ly hopes to dust ; Yet we find re • lief and 

3. O how sweet to know that ev - er WeVe a Mend that loves us true, Who will nev - er, ner - er 

4. Blessed Sav - iour, wilt thou ev - er Keep us hum - bly at thy cross, Hid - ing ev - er 'neath its 




I 1/ li 

sha • dow That can soothe all earth-ly grief. Blessed cross, on which the Saviour Bled and 

ref • uge, 'Neath the cross of him we trust. 

leave us, Nev - er veil the cross from view. 

sha - dow, Counting all besides but dross. _• _•. .^ _•_ .m. 
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died that we might live ; Un - to all who hide be- neath it He e - ttr - nal life will give. 
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Ccpyiighi, 1884, by John J. Hood. 
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Chas. T. Haxmw. 



Il'a^e Courage. 



Imo. R. Swbmxt. 
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^ / Thank God and take courage, re- joiee ey - er-morel For he on whose promise we stand \ 

\ Shall know of a soretj the way that we go. And prosper the work of onr hand. / 

n / Thank God and take courage, of this we are sure, That he, our Re - deemer and !^end, \ 

X Whose goodness and mer- cy thus &r we have proved, WUl lead us safe on to the end. / 

N N N N J^ J^ . ^S 
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Be-joice ev - er-more ! re- joice evermore ! Till shouting we anchor on Canaan's hright shore ; 

f f f - - ' ' ' 





pur - er and sweeter our rapture will he, Fos there in his beauty the King we shall see. 

■t t I^ m t J" ,' J" I - T .f f- f « ■ 



renew. 



3 Thank God and take courage, though trials we meet I 4 Thank God and take courage, our vigor 

Kememher the Saviour is nigh, I Ptcea otita ^<Bk\a3B^Bs^s!^csa."^^fcRff^^^ 

One kind, s^ntJe word from hi3 dear, loving yoic© \ TV\fe mm^vamHiMi^ l^^^ssa^W ^^^s=^^^5«^='S«^ 

WW sweep every cloud ^m OUT sky. \ ¥ 01 ^«» ^^^ ^^^^"^^ ^^^^"^ 

Conrrtgbt, 1884, hyJoHMj, HoOX^r ^Oft >«»' ^ 
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Fahnt J. Ckosbt. 



Coming jiomz l^o-day. 



Wm . J. KntKPA 




1. Tis the gOB- pel message, Hark ! we hear it say, Leave the world for Jesns, Haste without c 

2. Who - so - ey - er thirsteth, Let them now draw near To the waters flow- ing £y- er bright a 

3. Leave the world for Jesus, Cling to him a- lone : Oh, the ten- der mer - cy Thro' the Saviou 





Leave the world for Je- sns, Hap- py we shall he ; We are coming, glad- ly coming, Lord, to 

To the liv- ing wa - ters Welcome all shall be : We are coming, glad- ly coming, Lord, to 

From the yoke of bondage He has made us free ; We are coming, glad- ly coming, Lord, to 




CHOBUS. 





Coming home to- day, Coming home to-day, We are coming, glad- ly coming, Coming, Lord, 




^^yojsairy. 



Mooo, 
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Coming hoiae to- day, Coming home to- day, We ore coming, gladly coming, Singing all the way. 




^tol^es, fi.}L 



W.J. K. 
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Come, loand Hit praiie. 

X Come, sound his praise abroad, 
And hymns of glory sing: 
Jehovah is the sovereign God, 
The universal King. 

a He formed the deeps unknown ; 
He gave the seas their bound ; 
The watery worlds are all his own, 
And all the solid ground. 

3 Come, worship at his throne, 
Come, bow before the Lord; 
We are his works aod not our own; 
He formed us by bis word. 



To-day attend his voice. 
Nor dare provoke his rod ; 

Come, like the people of his choice, 
And own your gracious God. 

I. Watts. 

Arise, ye Saints. 

Arise, ye saints, arise 1 

The l^rd our Leader is; 
The foe before his banner flies, 

And victory is his. ^ 

We foHow thee, our Guide, 
Our Saviour, and our King ; ■ 

We follow thee, iVvto' %t^c^ v\'^'^\^ 
From heaven's e\etua\ svtvtkV 



3 We soon shall see the day 

When all our toils shall cease; 
When we shall cast our arms away. 
And dwell in endless peace. 

4 This hope supports us here; 

It makes our burdens light ; [cheer, 
'Twill serve our drooping hearts to 
Till £uth shall end in sight. 

5 Till, of the prize possessed, • 

We hear of war no more; 
And ever with oat L^eadftx ^«si.x 



\ 
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Rev. M. LowRiK Hopfokd* 



Behold, the f^ields Bxt n/hite. 



Jko. R. Swbnbt. 




^p-j^4— iP^^^?^ 



1. Lookup! be- hold, the fields are white, The har- vest time is near; The sammons of the 

2. Lookup! be- hold, the fieldsare white, The la - bor-ers are few, The gathering of the 

3. Lookup! be- hold, the fields are white, The Mas- ter soon will come, And car - ly with le- 
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- ly witn re- 




Mas - ter falls Up - on the reap - er's ear : 
har- vest must By grace de-pend on you: 
joic - ing heart His gathered troph - ies home ; 



^ 
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t-T-i — I 



Go forth in - to the gold - en grain And 
Go forth throughout the bu - sy world, The 
And can you stand with emp - ty arms, While^ 



1 — i 
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^^ 




bind the precious sheaves. And gar - ner 
world of want and sin. And gath - er 
glad-ly he re-ceives Fromoth-ers 

-A 



for the Lord of Hosts The harvest which he gives, 
for Ihe Lord of Hosts Its dy - ing millions in. 
in the har -vest field A load of precious sheaves. 
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CHORUS. 



Behold, the l^ields ftie itfhite.-coKci,vDiEi>. 



Lookup!. . . lookup!. . . lite- hold, the fields are white, . . . The har- vest time is 

Look up 1 look up! be- hold 1 be -hold I the fields are white, The har - - vest 




^^- ^J n- jU^ J l j^j-n r^ p 



near, . . . The har- vest time is near, . . • Look npl. . . look np! . . . he- 
time is near, the har - - vest time is near: Look up! look up! 





hold, the fields are white, Look np! be- hold, the fields are white. The harvest time is near. 
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Fanmt J. Crosbt. 
^ ModercUo. 



pbv JiLSf 



Wu. J. KlKKVATUi 




1. Dear Lord, in simple fiuth a- lone I ding to thee, Because I know thy piedons blood Wai shed fo 
% I ask no other hand bat thine My steps to guide ; No other Yoioe to soothe my heart When sorely 

3. Thy will how sweet where'er it lead. Whatever it be ; Yea, let thy ri^teoos will, O Lord, Be done ii 

4. And when on earth my weary feet Shall cease to roam,Dear Sayionr^n thy meny come And take me 1 




For me the crown of thorns that pierced thy brow, For me the cm • el cross, I know it nc 

forme N K ^ forme _ ^ ^ ^ •#• 





For me thy deansing blood so free • ly flows, To coy- er all my sins, and heal my wo( 

4 m^^ • J- ^ ■> ^ > , J 
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Mrs. C. L. Shacklocx. 



Oh, to be move li)^ Jesus. 
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D. E. DORTCH. 




1 ^-n 



1. Oh, to be more like Je - sus, Ten - der and true and kind: Do • ing the Fa -therms 

2. Guiding the fidnt and wea - ry Up to the home a - boye. Filled with the grace of 

3. Tho' we be called to sof - fer, Bear-ing with Joy the cross; Self, with its cares for- 



^^#^^^ 4- ^ 




CHOBUS. 




I ^^ 



plea- sure. Seeking the lost to find. 

mer • cy, Filled with the light of love. 

get - tingj Counting not gain > or loss. 



Oh, to be more like Je 



BUS, Treading the 




I -^i 



path he trod; Giv - ing our lives for oth - ers, Tmj^t-ing our all to God. 



^S 



Jfr penmga/ojx. 
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; Fanmt J. Crosbt. 



Qreat and JVUghty. 



I — I 



Wm. J. RlRXPATRICK. 




1. Great and mighty is the Qod who reigneth, King, Creator, and the Lord of all; Robed in migest-y and 

2. O ye nations of the earth, adore him ! O ye people, in the Lord rejoice ! Come before him with a 

3. Tho' he dwelleth on the mount of Zi- on, Now exalt- ed to the throne aboVe^ He is mer- d- ftd to 

4. Come and worship our divine Redeemer, Oh, the rapture that he longs to give ; Come, and trusting in his 



^S 








m^-ji 



cvionvB. 




light trans-cend- ent, Thrones and monarchs at his feet shall &I1. Praise the Lord, the Mighty One ! 
cheer- ful spir - it, Sing his praises with a tune- fill voice, 
those who fear him, He is gracious and a God of love, 
power to save you. Touch his sceptre and your soul shall live. 





his triumph sing ! He shall reign victorious King, Reign from shore to shore ; Sing aloud, with 






r^ fZk <S> ^ ^£> ^Si ^2> 
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joy prpclaim, Glo - ly, hon - or to his name; He shall reign forev - ermore, Forey - er - more. 




WlLUAM COWPBR. 

Gently. 



Iioif'st thou |fl[e? 7s- 



W. J. K. 




1 Habk, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
'Tis thy Sayiour, — ^hear his word : 
Jesus speaks, he speiaks to thee : 

" Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me? 

2 "I delivered thee when hound, 

And, when bleeding, healed thy wound; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

3 "Can a mother's tender care 
Ceaae toward the child she hare? 
Yes, she may forgetful be, 

Yet mil I remember thee. 



\ 



Copyright, xSB4, byjottttj. HoOD, 



4 " Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above; 
Deeper than the depths beneath, 
Free and MthM, strong as death. 

6 " Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of Mth is done ; 
Partner of my throne shall be ; 
Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?" 

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint 
That my love is weak and faint, 

r:i ^^L ^. ' 
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Fanny J . Crosbt. 

-It 



: ^S-jljrj 



Wliat is youi Prospect? 





1. Oh, what is your prospect, poor sin- ner? And where is your refuge to - day? The mer - cy of 

2. Oh, what is your prospect, poor sin- ner? The world like a shadow is vain; If there you are 

3. Each moment is bringing you near - er And near- er the brink of the grave ; Why cling to the 

4. Be- hold, at your heart he is knock- ing! He calls, and entreats you to come ; Then haste, while his 




God you are slight - ing. And grieving his Spir- it a - way. Come, come^ turn to him now ; 
look-mg for com - fort, 'Twill give you but sorrow and pain, 
hopes that must per- ish? There's no one but Je - sus can save, 
arms are ex- tend • ed Tq^ welcome the pro- di- gal home. 




'^7a^, 



Why,oh,why will you die? Come, come, turn to him now; why, oh, why will you die? 

^* . . .^ _______ 
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««wy. Hot,o. 




PkXSCILLA J. OWBNS 

Moderate. 



Who shall roll away the ^tone? 
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Wm. J. RlRKPATRICK 




1. Who shall roll a - way the stone ? Who shall break the silence lone ? Who shall lift the hea- vy gloom, 

2. How our tears of anguish flowed, As we sought his dark abode ; When we reach'd that place of death 

3. Lo, the grave-clothes folded lie, While an an - gel makes re- ply, " Seek not here your ris - en Loi-d, 

4. Tell the slaves of guilt and shame, Christ their ransom free became ; Tell the mourner bowed in gloom. 




^^^^=^^:iP^n^^^ ^ 
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0*er the Saviour's tomb? Joy - - ful hal - le - In - jahs sing! Christ is ris - en, Christ is King; 

Sp"aThi?t™fhl-b[oad: Joy-fi- '-•-1' - '" - - - - jah. .i-gl Christ i. ris- «,. Christ U King; 

Angels watch the tomb. ». N 



■■■" "-'^^ 
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Sing above the open grave, Christ is strong to save I Sing above the open grave, Christ is strong to save ! 
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Miss Hattib M. Bird. 




Joyously ^ingl 

N K .N 



J. Stanlbt 



f^{i i l Pgnn^ ^ 



1. Joy- ous - ly sing, joy- ous - ly sing The prais - es of Je - sus, our heav - en - ly K 

2. Kneel at his cross, joy- ous - ly roll The bur - den, so heav - y, of guilt, from thy 8< 

3. Trusting in Christ, joy- ous - ly tread The pathway of du - ty, where Je - sus hath ] 



i: il\ [ ^ [[ [ R-Pi> P 



Cho. — ^Joy- ous - ly sing, joy- ous - ly sing. The prais- es of Je - sus, our heav- en - ly I 

/^ . K PS (^ 
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Let ev* - ry voice sing of his love, Till heav - en shall e - cho the cho - rus a - 
Doubt not his lovie, doubt not his grace, His blood, free - ly shed, all thy sins can ef- 
Je - sus thy King soon shalt thou see. On E- den*s bright shore he is waiting for 




Sing of his goodness, sing of his love, Till heav- en shall e • cho the cho - ms a - 



rr-r 




Oh, sing of his mer- cv, so boundless and free. His mer - cy^ which pardons a sin - ner like 




vcua. 
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T. c. (yK. 



^he White Fields. 
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T. C. O'Ranb. 

I . I 



1. Lo ! the fields are wMte unto the harvest now [haryest nowl. But the laVrers, where arer they ? 

2. If we can-not with the reapers hear the toil fbear the toil] , Binding up the hea - vy grain; 

3. But we know the glorious harvest home is near [home is near J, And the time will not he long, 




^ 




Lua tne tune wiu not oe lone, 

:t i t P Pvm 




To the mighty Lord of harvest let us look [let us look], Let us for more laVr - ers pray. 

If we on- ly with the gleaners hear our part [hear our part], We will la - bor not in vain. 

Till the reap- ers and the gleaners shall return [shall return], Bringing sheaves with joyftil song. 



f fPl i P^ 
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Watching, wait-ing, hop-lng, pray-ing. Bead - y when the Mas - tcr shall ap - pear. 

I—* — ' 




Fnuu "Xedecmer's Pntisc/' by 



^ii^^ mr 
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Jsmns Lewis. 



jjeast and Voice we liaise. 



Jno. R. Swbkbt. 




1. To God we render in this dear re- treat Songs of praise, gratefid praise. Gladly sitting at the 
,2. O may we treasure in the days of youth Words so dear, taught us here ; May each promise from the 
3. Once more our tribute to his praise we bring, Christ our Lord, gracious Lord, Glad hosannas to his 

J • m m m m m .m m « i^_jgt_il ^ ri 




Cho. — ^To GUkL we render in this dear re- treat Songs of praise, gratefttl praise, Gladly sitting at the 

Fine. 




i \ i* \ i;ii j i j i^i m u^ 




Master's feet. Heart and voice we raise ; Like a shepherd kind is 
page of truth Shine, our path to cheer. He whose tender mercies 
name we sing, Trusting in his word ; Thus re- joicing let us 



he. O'er his flock presiding, 
£a*ll. Like a riv- er flowing, 
go. In the path of du- ty, 

-1»-f--p: 




Master's feet, Heart and voice we raise. 



n.a 




still the fiuthfhl guid- ing Where the pastures green they see, By the waters sparkling free. 
Peace and life bestow - ing ; He who watches o - ver all, Hears the children when they calL 
Bright with love and duty. Till e - ter - nal joys we know Where the fruits of E- den grow. 




-^-^^^^^^^^^ 
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Beautiful ]\i9[azislons of Qlory. 
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Wm. J. KlRKPATBICX. 
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1. Bean- ti - fiQ mansions of glo - ry, Land of the hap- py and blest, Ci-ty of brightness and- 

2. Beau- ti - fttl home of the an - gels, Land by the ser-aph- im trod, Mansions prepared for the 

3. There is the ci - ty im- mor - tal : Canaan, ce - les-tial and fidr, Blooming with verdure un- 

4. There is the home of the wea - ry, There is the end of the race ; There is the crown of the 




splen- dor, E - den of gladness and rest Beau- tl - fill home, beau- ti - ful home, Land of the 
righteous, Rest of the peo-ple of God. 

Sd ' 1^, Free from all sickness and care. 

yic - tor, Winning the triumph by grace. 








^ ad lib. 



^^^^^^ 



hap-py and blest; Beau- tl- fill home, bean- ti-fhl home, E-den of gladness and rest 



S 



i=-^ 



' \P. > ¥ 



-i/ >> -^ z 



OprHgh^ ttSt, byJouKj. Uooo. 




38 



E. E. Rbxford. 



'f 0-day theie is gladness in Jleaven. 

-I- ^-^i-4. 



D. E. DoKTCii. 




1. Re-joice! for the wanderers are com - ing, 

2. They're won by the sto - ry of Je - sus, 

3. Go tell the glad tid - ings, my broth - er, 

4. Oh, if we could see in - to heav - en, 



To find, at the foot of the cross, 

And kneel - ing low down at his feet, 

That wand'rers are com - ing to Grod, 

What joy we could wit - ness to - day, 

* — t; 




The peace which the world can - not give them, 

The pen - i - tent plead- eth for par - don. 

The Spir - it is striv - ing with sin - ners, 

O'erthecom-ing of souls to the Say - iour, 



The trea - sure nn- min - gled with dross. 
And find * eth it ftill and com-plete. 
Oh, pub - lish the sto - ry a - broad ! 
Whose blood washeth sin - stains a - way. 
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D. S. — ^That sin - ners are com - ing to Je - sus ; Thank God, they no long - er re - fuse. 

CHOBUS. N . K K I k. tD. 8 




To • day there is glad - ness in heav - en 
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Be- cause of the glo - ri - ous news, 

tTTs «v O ^ Q^\ 
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Caxrib M. W1X.SON. 



"Wm you eonie ? 



Jmo. R. Swbnbt. 
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1. Will you come with us to Jesu8,will you seek him while you may ? He is asking you to come Jie is urging you to 

2. Will you give your hearts to Jesus, and your many faults confess ? He is asking you to come,he is urging you to 

3. Will you give your all to Jesus, and the hetter life pursue ? He is asking you to come,he is urging you to 

4. Would you like to go and see him,when you leave tlie world b^ind ? He is asking you toJx>me,he is urging you to 

^3 




i^^ 



come ; Oh, the pleasure you are losing ev'ry moment you de-lay To prepare for the soul's bright home, 
come ; He is waiting to receive you, and your happy soulsto bless ; Then prepare for the soul's bright home, 
come ; Will you give your sdl to Jesus,who has done so much for you, And prepare for the soul's bright home ? 
come ; Such a tender, loving Saviour you will never, never And ; Then prepare for the soul's bright home. 




D. S. — Oh^ the pleasure you are losing ! then to je- sus haste away, And prepare for the soul's bright home. 
CHORUS, i.-^-^^ ^ ^ ^ , i. D-S. 




Will you come? . . Oh, quickly come: Will you come? . . Oh, quickly come ; 

Willjrou come? quickly come ; Will you come ? quickly come ; 




Cwyrigbt, i884, byJoHsJ, g^ 



Mn. M. M. Wbinlamd. 



Joy Cometh in the IVToniii]^. 

Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning." — Ps. xxx. 5. 




^=^-M=n^ 




1. Oh, weo-iy pil^m, lift your head, For joy oomethinthe moming! For God in his own 

2. Ye fee- ble saints, dismiss your fears, For joy oomethinthe moming! And, weeping mourners, 

3. Let ev-*ry tear-ful eye look up. For joy oomethinthe moming! And ev - *ry trembling 

4. Our Ood will wipe our tears a - way, For joy cometh in the moming! Sor-row and sighing 

^ ■ ' — ■ ^^"^^ 
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I -9- y/ 

ijrord has said That joy cometh in the morning ! Joy cometh in the m.om-ing ! Joy cometh in the 
qry your tears, For joy cometh in the moming! 

sinner hope, For joy cometh in the moming! 

flee Or way, Ebr jy cometh y th^noming ! 





i- UiU =4^ 



mom - ing ! Weeping may endure, may endure for a night, But jgg cometh in the moming. 
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Lbxxb Edwards. 



Oup Blessed ^abbalih jlome. 
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Jno. R. Swbnbt. 




1. Our merry, merry hearts are bounding, Another happy day from labor calls away,Where cheerful songs of 

2. He laid aside his crown of glory That we might enter there, eternal life to share ; Oh, come and hear the 

3. How tenderly he now is calling : Dear chil dren, come to Me, and you shall happy be ; How loving- ly the 

4. Then turn away from earthly pleasure: Inpurersongsof joy these golden hours employ; Oh,comeand finda 



^^ 
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praise are sounding In yonder bright, blessed Sabbath home 
wondrous sto - ry In yonder bright, blessed Sabbath home, 
words are fall - ing In yonder bright, blessed Sabbath home, 
priceless treasure In yonder bright, blessed Sabbath home. 



come and join us while we gladly sing, 




'^f^T 








m 



Gladly sing, gladly sing The Iotc of Jesus, our Redeemer-King, In yonder bright, blessed Sabbath home. 
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1. Sottlj and tender-^ Je-aua la calting, Calling for you and for me; See, on the pc 

2. WhyshoQldwetairy when Jesn8iHpleadiiig,Pleadiiigforyouandft)rnie? Wlijaboaldfre 

3. Time is now fleeting, the moments are passii^.PaHBing from yon and from me; Shadowa are 

4. Oh, for the wonderful love he haa promU'd, Promia'd for yon and for me ; Tho* we have al 




waiting and watehii^ Watehing for yon and for me. Come home, ccnne home, Te who m 

heed not his mercies, Uerciea for yon and for me ? 

death-beds are coming, Coming for yon and for me. Come boBc 

r- cy and pardon, . Pardon for yon and for 
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Wm. J. KVKKrATRICK. 
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1. Be- side all wa- ters sow the seed, Broadcast it on the soil. Of wind and clouds take 

2. How great the fruit thou knowest not : What seeds to life shall spring, What ground shall prove a 

3. The fowls a portion may de- vour, And some with fee - hie root, Scorched hy the sun's hot 

4. But oth - er, &Il-ing in rich loam, A large increase shall yield; The sow -ers, shouting, 

4CL 




CHORUS. 






thou no heed. Work on with pa-tient toil. Go forth! go forth ! and with a lih-'ral hand, 
bar-ren spot. Or which a har-vest bring, 
withering pow'r, May bear no per - feet fruit. 
Harvest Home, With joy shall reap the field. 
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Scatter the seed a -round, 




Disperse it free - ly, free- ly o'er the land. Where'er a field is found. 

aill around, J ^ _^ rn . 



Copyri^t, 1884, byjounj. HooD, 
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Dbloss Evbrstt. 



In the jioUoTil of jlis jiand. 



•J I ' I ~ 



Wu. Cassbll. 




1. I am saved in Christ my Sayionr, And mj sins are all forgiven, Now by faith I'm traveling onward 

2. I am saved in Christ my Saviour; Tho' the waves about me roll, I am on the Rock of A - ges, 

3. I am saved in Christ my Saviour! Oh, what joy to me he's given! For I'm thinking of the mansion 




To my home in yonder heaven ; Earthly cares may oft surround me, — ^Trials come on ev'ry hand, — 
And he saves my trusting soul ; And I know if I am faithful I shall see him in &at land. 
He's prepared for me in heaven; And there's many, many mansions For them in that happy land, 




But my Saviour keeps me safely In the hollow of his hand. And I know 
For his promise is to keep me In the hollow of his hand. 
Who will have their Saviour keep them In the hollow of his hand. 



if I amfaith-ful 
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In the jfoIIoTtf of jlls jIand.-ooKCLUDED. 
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him in that land, For his promise is to keep me In the hollow of his hand. 
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F. H. Z. 



I^est 



Karl Rbdbn. 
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1. There remaineth therefore a rest, A rest for the people of God; Then lift up your heads, 

2. Tho* your heart be breaking with grief, When under his chasten- ing rod, Remaining for you 

3. Tho' the heav'ns should melt at his sight, The earth be consumed at his word, Still, still there remains 

sweet rest, 
- p- -fD- -O- -O- iG>- -O- 'fD- 




^^ 



t 




: ones. And trust in the comfortinff word. Sweet, sweet rest, sweet rest. 



ye sorrowing ones. And trust in the comforting word. Sweet, sweet rest, 
is end - less rest, Ye sor- rowing children of God. 
a glo-rious rest. For all who are diildren of God. 




Copyright, 1884, byJoMHj. Hood. 
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Is it "Well TBfitili lis, my Brot5hep?-coKci. 
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Cloudless realms our faith can see, If our love in Christ a - bideth, Then *tis well with you and me. 




Fanny J. Crosby. 



Infant ^01^. 



Melody by Josbphinb H. Swsnbv, 
only four years old. 




1. We are lit -tie children, Learning how to pray, Sing-ing in the morning, Sing- 

2. We are lambs of Je - sus, Carried on his breast, Cradled like a bir - die In 

3. Je - sus loves the children Ten- der-ly we know; He is watching' o'er us Ev- 

4. Ve - ry close to Je - sus We would like to stay, Ve - ry close to Je - sus, Sing- 



ing all the day. 
its leaf- y nest. 
*ry where we go. 
ing all the day. 




All the day, all the day, Pret - ty songs to Je - sus Sing - ihg 

f- -^ f .f T r P- 
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Fanny J. Crosbt 



Ttiepe's a Blessing at tlie C?oss fop ]V[e. 



Jno. R. SwAMBTvk. 




b 1/ " 

I. I have laid my burden down where the crimson waters flow, There's a blessing at the cross for me ; 




I have found a spring of joy that the world can never know, There's a blessing at the cross for me. 

I am learning there by faith my Redeemer's gracious will, There's a blessing at the cross for me. 

I was dead but now I live since my Saviour made me whole, There's a blessing at the cross for me. 

I can pil- low now my head on his gen- tie, loving breast. There's a blessing at the cross for me. 




V. S. — found a spring of joy that the world can never knoWj 
CHORUS. 



, There's a, etc. t D I t" 




h^^ 



D.8. 



Praise the Lord ! praise the Lord ! hallelu - ^h ! Still my hap- py, hap- py song shall be ; 



shall be: I have 



- ^^^uittm 
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/^Jsrjiry, HootC 
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jm is WelL 



7aknt J. C>OSST. 



Wm. J. KlKKPATMCK. 

^ 



M 




1. Though I jonmey day by day Thro' a toilsome, ragged way, Faith has taught me how to say, All is 

2. Ma- ny crosses though I bear, Ma- ny tri- als though I share, Je- sus feels my ev - 'ry care : All is 

3. Calift or tempest, joy or pain. Health or sickness, loss or gain, I can sing the glad refrain : All is 



F H-^ 




well ; Trusting him who leadeth me, Trusting where I cannot see, This my happy song ^hall be, 

well ; With hJ^ loving hand in mine, Tho' my earthly hopes dec^ne, I can say, by grace divine, 

well ; I am safe wlwte'er may come, I am safe where'er I roam ; Pressing onward, looking home, 

all is well; . 




D. S. — ^Trusting him who leadeth me. Trusting where I cannot see, This my nappy song shall be, 
Fine, chorus. JLJJ '^' ^' ^* 
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AU is welL AU is weU, 



aU is well. All isweU, ^ all is weU; 





(^cpynght, 1884, by John J. Hooo, 



-wa 
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* M n. R. N. TvBNBiu 



Awal^e, 



Wm. J. KntKPATitxcv* 




1. Awake ! a- rise ! the mom is bright, The heavenly dews are fall- ing ! O oome while life is 

2. There's work for ev-'ry - one to do Where brother meets a broth - er, A word of love, a 

3. The lit - tie hands can gath- er flowers, By many a wayside hid • den, And where the toil - ing 
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voong and fair, The Master's voice Is call - ing ! With - in the ho - ly gar - den walls The 
kind - ly deed, A zeal for one an - oth - er ! The predons seed must ^ike its root And 
feet mast pass, Can scat - ter them un - bid- den ; Then while our hearts are warm and young. An 




f^Hlrrrfr^ tti^-ri'lfttt 




precious seed be sow - ing ; And Grod shall give the blest increase, As stream to river flowing^ 
spring in fervent gladness ; The grieving heart must yield to hope, And joy must conquer sadneaf 
life is bright before us ; Well sow the seed, and trust in him Whose love is ev - er o'er uf 




^o. 



CHOBUS. 



/iTtfa^e, /Iriss I— concluded. 
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Awake, to work ! awake, to work ! The heav'n- ly dews are fall - - - ing ; Go, 

Awake, to work I awake, to work I Awake, the heav'niy dews are falling, heav'nly dews are falling ; Go, 

3 




J:Jli: f^ 



sow the seeds of love 

sow the seeds, the seeds 



l^j^ 



and faith, The Mas - ter's voice is call - ing. 

of love and faith. The Master's voice, the Master's voice is call - ing. 




Adagio. 



jloiy, Jloly, Lord I 73. 

OPENINO PIECE. 



Arr. by J. E. Goux.d. 




^ ##<tf^ 




Ho-ly,'^holy,'^holy, Lord ! Fill'd with thee,let all things cry, 

Live,by heav'n and earth ador'd, "Glo^ry be to God most high." 




gj^ff^ ^f- ^ 




Mn. M. A. KxoDiR. 



^ve me now, Lord. 
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Frank M. Davis. 



i 
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^^ 




1. Bles- sed Lord, thy in - vi - ta • tion Finds me helpless by the way ; I would know thy great sal- 

2. I have read the old, old sto • ry, And it touched my borden'd heart, How, O blessed Son of 

3. Like a sheep lost on the mountains, Like a wand'rer from the fold, I have drank at sin's deep 




YBr tion, Save me, Jesus, while I pray ! Weak and needy, poor and sin- fUl, Humbly at thy feet I 
glory ! Thou did'st take the sinner's part ; On the earth thou, pure and sinless, Walk'd in raiment white as 
£>untains With no shelter fiom the cold ; Standing near the pit of darkness, While the tempests round me 




I 



bow, Mer - it I have none to of - fer. Save me, Je - sus, save me now : 
snow, Make my garments like un- to it. Save me, Je - sus, save me now : 
blow, Lo^, I see my soul's great danger, Save me, Je - sus, save me now: 



me now. 
me now. 
me now. 



-By permisMiott. 
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Fannt J. Crosby. 



jiont jlz eiMdes in me. 





^4^^i^-44lj 



Jno. R. Swbnbt. 



^^ttM-^^^ 



1. My soul with rapture is bounding, A smile from Jesus I see ; He knows how truly I love him, 

2. My heart is troubled no long- er, His word I ful- ly be- lieve ; Sweet peace, all knowledge excelling. 

3. My heart is troubled no long- er, No more with sorrow oppressed, I leave it all to the Sav- iour, 




And now he abides in me ; For him — ^my blessed Redeem- er — ^The world I gladly re - sign. 
From Je- sus I now re - ceive ; With deep and fervent de- vo - tion His cross I cheerfully bear, 
For he is my constant guest ; Oh, may I ev - er prove Mthful, While here my dwelling shall be, 



^^ 




1^ ♦"' ■ ' M 

I care no more for its pleasures. Since Jesus the Lord is mine. My soul with rapture is bounding, 
And oh, how precious the promise. My Saviour will answer prayer. 
And then a rest in his kingdom I know will remain for me. 





xs^ ^^ ^z> 



"no 'Kfc '«»^ ^^ 



jioTBt Jie &Mdes in me.-^ioKci.uDBD. 
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A smile from Jesns I Bee, He knows how truly I love him, And now he abides in me. 




SSTtTi >' 



Fammt J. Crosby. 



Call us I'hine oiitn. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK. 




1. Dear Savionr, we gather Once more at thy throne ; Oh, hear ns, we pray thee. Now make us thine own. 

2. Dear Saviour, thy promise We tru- ly be - lieve : Who - ev- er wiU seek thee Shall mercy re- ceive. 

3. Dear Saviour, bdiold us. In thee would we hide ; We ask that thy Spirit In us may a - bide. / 

4. Dear Saviour, we love thee, Thy name we a- dore ; Oh, grant us thy blessing, Thy joy ev- er - more. 




Here gratefhlly bending. Sweet melo - dy blending, C<Hne,oh,come, tender - ly Call us thine own. 

s ^ ^ ^ 




CopyrvAi, JSS4, by John J. H^ 
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R». U. LowuB Hon 

Allegro, 



tbz jlijlitf&y of the Loid. 



1. Prepare the highway of the Iiotd, The highway of our King ; Lei moontains sink, let v: 
S. Let desert isles lift ip their heads. Let desert lands rer joice, liet all the earth in son 
3. Theglo- 17 of the Prince of Peace Shall cover all the earth, And BhiningwingB the ti 




shoats of rapture ring. He comea,the King of Oloiy comes; Tonr palms of ricl'i; b. 
nite the heart and voice. 
""' Redeemer^ birth. He™e«, 




highway of 
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Aldxits S. Ribffbk. 



^houl! fo7 Qladness. 

"O, dap your hands, all ye people; shout unto God with the voice of triumph.' 

j[ 1 , 1 — I — . . . — P^ 9^ ^ 



Chas. Edw. Prxok. 

J — h-1 — ^ 




1. Shout for gladness, scmis of Zi - on ; Lo ! the mom- ing light ap- pears, Ris - Ing o'er time's 

2. Shout for gladness, Christ is com - ing From the reg- ionJi of the hlest ; Countless mil- lions 

3. Glorious day, so long ex - pect - ed ! Flood your tide of bliss a - long ; Brooks, and voles, and 




drear - y mountains. Breaking thro' the mist of yeai« ; Je - sus comes with thronging an- gels, 

rise to meet him From the north, south, east, and west ; Lo ! the reign of sin is o - ver, 

seas, and mountains Join the ev - er - last - ing song! Zi - on firom the heavens descending, 

g , J^ t" a — a— .-I?— «• — pj—r-p — ^ — p — p > , P' P f^ 
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^^^^^^ 



^^ 



From the shin - ing courts a- hove, And the ban- ner streaming o'er him is the ban - ner 

Death no more can ter - ror bring ; Shout a- loud and sing for gladness, Christ, the King of 

O'er the earth her radiance flings ; Saints and angels join the cho- rus; Shout, for Christ is 



7 7 7 

^^^ ^J^ per. 



^m^ 



+j=t 



m 




D. 8. — Lol the mom oi Zi • wo!^ %Va - ry I Christ, the King of 



13 Ci> <S> ^ ^2^ t^ ^Zk 

tA ^^ >KL -VWnV^ \Jfc. >» 




^hoTit for Ql&dness.— coNCLUDBD. 

Fine, chorus. 



61 

JRS. 



N ^f^ j i j;iii4it /i/j ji jj« i 



of his love. Shout for gladness, O ye peo-ple! Let your songs of triumph ring! 
kings, is King. l^ ^ ^1^ 

King of kings. J^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ jl J] 




n r r i f^ 



r rr-T 



^m 



I'm & Pagrim. 



Fine, 




, I. Fm a pii-grim, and Tm a Strang- er; I can tar - ry, I can tar - ry but a night; 



gpf^ i r^f^H- -^4M^ 
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■V — tp"-^ 
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fflii-H=N^ 



DC. 




Do not de-tain me, for I am go- ing To where the fountains are ev - er flow-ing. 




2 There the glory is ever shining; 
O, my \ongJD^ heart, my longing heart is there: 
Ifere in this country so dark and drearv 

l/on^hsve wandered forlorn and weary.-rm.etc.^ 



S There's \.V\^ ^\\.^ \a ^V^^JcvX V^^ccrose^N 






XNRjt-WS^ 



^ve^fc^ 



r«i'«Bk., 
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Sallib Smitm. 



Wont you love my Jesus? 




4-^ i:*lJ : j4 



Jno. R. Swbnsy. 
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1. I have foand a friend di - vine. Wont you love him too ? I am hia and he is mine 

2. Oh, how dear his name to me. Wont you love him too ? None can save your sonl 

3. Hear - y ' lad - en, care-oppressed, Wont you love him too ? How he longs to give 

4. Cast your burden at his feet, Wont you love him too? There is parr don pure 



but he, 
you rest, 
and sweet, 





CHORUS. 



: t^t^U\ ^ J n 
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too? Wont you love my 



©iSlfc 
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Je - sus. My pre- clous, pre-cious 
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Je - sus? Wont you love my Je - sus? He is wait-ing now for 




fHM^— f 
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you. 



t 
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Mn. R. N. TuKNBR. 



l/ictoiy in tihe Cross. 
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I. There's victo-ry in Je-sus ! There's virtue in his cross ; Oh, bear it, Christian, onward, Nor fear to suffer loss ; 
2. We'll bravely follow afl;er,0 blood-stain'd cross,thy lead,Tho'not in fair,green pasturesOur souls may always feed; 
3. O blessed cross of Jesus, By thee we conquer sin ; Thou dost all strength and courage Into our hearts let in ; 




MJt# 




Oj JiJJji^;^ 




No shame have we to car-ry, The Saviour bore it all ; Beneath its easy burden We will not shrink or fall. 
Beside the turbid waters, Or on the desert drear, Wherever thou shalt lead us. We'll follow without fear. 
We'll follow, follow onward. Oh, lead us, blood-stained sign. Until before all people The cross becomes divine. 




^WTf^^k . 



CHORUS. 




There's vic-to-ry in Jesus ! O, sing a grateful song I To him whose cross we follow All pow'r and praise belong. 




Cc^fyrigbt, 1883, by John J. Hood. 
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E. R. Latta. 



Why stand ye here idle? 



D. E. DoRTCfr. 




1. Why stand ye here i - die, with so much to do ? The harvest nngathered all round you may view ! 

2. Why stand ye here i - die the whole of the day ? The moments are passing with swiftness a- way ! 

3. Why stand ye here i - die, when great is the need The harvest to gath-er, or scatter the seed? 




The Mas- ter thy la - bor will ful - ly re- qnite ! Go, toil in his vineyard from morning till night I 

The laborers are gleaning the sheaves of bright grain ! Oh, hasten to join them, or soon 'twill be vain ! 

Gro work for the Saviour with heart and with hand. No long- er be willing ihus i - die to stand. 




Do much or do lit - tie, still toil with a might ! Go work for the Mas- ter from morning till night ! 



Ella Y. Rvdol*. 



Lool^ unto }Jim and ^ ^aved. 
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Jmo. R. Swbmst. • 




I. Look un - to Je - sus, O pen - i - tent heart, Look un - to him and be saved; Tar- ry no 

a. He for transgres- sion a - tonement has made, Look un - to him and be saved; Thro' his a* 

3. Come and be- Ueve that sal - va- tion is free, Look un - to him and be saved ; Come and be- 

4. Come to the fountain that flows from his side. Look un - to him and be saved ; Where but in 




long- er but come as thou art, Look un - to him and be saved. Look and live, oh, look and live, 

tonement thy ransom is paid, Look un - to him and be saved, 

lieve it was purchased for thee, Look un - to him and be saved. 

Jesus, oh, where can'st thou hide ? Look un-to him and be saved. 







Peace to thy heart he is longing to give ; Look and live, oh, look and live, Look unto him and be saved. 




Qfpjm^t, 1S84, by John J. Hood, 



i1& 
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Emma Pitt. 



I jiope to pdeet you JiU in Qlopy. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK. 




1. I hope to meet you all 

2. I hope to meet you all 

3. I hope to meet you all 

4. I hope to meet you all 

^'-*.''i \ I i 'f ^- ^ 1 



in 
in 
in 
in 

I 



glo 
glo 
glo 
glo 






ry, When the storms of life ore 
ry, By the tree of life so 
ry, Sound the Saviour's throne a • 
ry, When my work on earth is 



o'er; 

fair; 

hove; 



I 
I 
I 
I 
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CHORUS. 
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hope to tell the dear old sto 

hope to praise our dear Se - deem 

hope to join the ran-somed arm 

hope to dasp your hands re - joic • 



ry, On the bles - sed shin - ing shore. 

er For the grace that brought me there. 

y Sing- ing now re - deem - ing love. 

ing On the bright e - ter • nal shore. 



On the 





shin -ing shore, On the gold - en strand, In our Fa- ther's home. In the hap - py land: X 



It t I* r[rr 




^^^ bjrJauHj. Hood. 
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I jiope to JVEeet you £11 in QIory.-coNci,uBBD. 
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^^. 



hope to meet you theie, I hope to meet you there, — ^A crown of yict'iy wear, — In glo - ry. 




J^Iushed itf&s the EYeningf ]*[yziixi. 




A. Sullivan. 




X. Hush'd was the evening hymn, The temple courts were dark, The lamp was burning dim Be - fore the 
3. Oh ! give me Samuel's ear, The o - pen ear, O Lord, A - live and quick to hear Each whisper 

3. Oh ! give me Samuel's heart, A low - ly heart, that waits Where in thy house thou art, Or watches 

4. Oh! give me Samuel's mind, A sweet, unmurmuring faith, O- be-dient.and resigned To thee in 




sa - cred ark : When sudden • ly a voice di- vine Rang thro' the silence of 

of thy word, Like him to ans-wer at thy call, And to o - bey thee first 

at thy gates. By day and night, a heart that still Moves at the breathing of 

life and death, That I may read with childlike eyes Truths that are hidden from 



the shrine, 
of all. 



thy 
the 



will. 
wise. 



^ ^-wrHf 
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Famnt J. Crosbt. 



Gome, Come. 




1. Hear the Spir - it plead- ing, soft and low ; Faith- fol - ly his word 

2. Hear the Fath-er call - ing, Child, come home; Hear his gen - tie voice 

3. Come to him who loves yon, wand'rer, come, While the star of hope 

4. Take his yoke up - on yon, wea - ry soul, Leam of him, the meek 

P ■ P — i — d. 



he - liev 
im - plore 
is shin 
and low 



Give yonr heart to Je - sns, come jnst now, 

Mer - cy, like an an - gel, hov- 'ring near, 

On his promlBe lean - ing haste a - way,- 

He will give you com - fort, rest and peace ; 



o*er 

sign 

ho 
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t- 



O. 



-le- 



ing 
you; 

ly; 




Par- don at the cross re - ceiv - 
Ten - der - ly is weep - ing 
Ev - *iy- thing for him re 
He a- lone is pure and 



ing. 
you. 
ing. 

ly. 



'^ ^ -n — r--H ■ ^ y — ^ — ^ — — i 

Id. S. — ^Tlio* the world forsake you ding to him ; Nev - er will he leave you, nev - er. 



m 




'^-^-^ftT:;^ 



Come, O come to -day, Quickly haste a -way; He will he your friend for - ev - er; 



-^ ^-^^^^^^J^^^^ 
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C^ CD C^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^2^ 

T^i US. UX ^fcw W4 ^JI^ NSk 
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J^ LuzxB Edwards. 
DUET. 






faithful is the paying. 




1. l^reciouSy precious sto - ry Of him the Low - ly One, Who said, Thy will, my Fa - ther, Thy 

2. Precious, precious sto - ry ! Oh, whisper in my ear The bles- sed name of Je - sus, That 



fe^s 



^ 



-n-n- 



m 



f 



-s)-n- 
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S 



ffl^f 



CHpBrS. 




will, not mine, be done, 
name of all most dear. 



^^^4i^4 m 




Faith- fill is the say - ing. And faith- ful shall it be. That 



I 



^ 



^ 




^^ftP^ 





Je^ sus died for sin- ners. And Je - sus died for me. 






3 Precious, precious story, 

That melts my heart to grie^ 
That makes me weep in sorrow 
O'er years of unbelie£ 

4 Precious, precious story ! 

I hear it o'er and o'er. 
And yet, though oft rejieated, 



'- 'OHM J, Hood. 
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UsQ there Ten to-d&y ? 



«<i 



'And as he entered into a certain village, there met him ten men that were lepers, which stood afitr off: And they lifted up 
Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. '^"^ voices, and said, Jesus, Master, have mercy on us."— Luke xvii. la, 13. Chas. Edw. Psiob. 




ii ^i ji i i i-^ i J I JJJ 




I 

1. There were ten who stood, as the Lord passed by, Calling for help with a thrilling cry; They were 

2. There were ten be- lieved in the joy - ful news, Jesus, the Saviour, would ne'er refuse ; He was 

3. There were ten par- took of the healing power, Asking^ receiy'd froai his hand that hour; There were 




need - y — sick ; but with help at hand, Sure- ly in silence they ne'er would stand. Are there 
near at hand — ^they would call to - day; Sure-ly their cry would his footsteps stay, 
ten that day who to Je - sus cried; Sure-ly, to - day there'll be none de - nied. 




ten to-day? Are there ten to-day. Seeking for Christ with a will to o- bey ? Are there 




*' ^ per. 



I^ <8t^ 1S> ^^ ^^ 

W^ %& VX "«»v "%» Xfc. 



Jise there ^en today?— co»clt7db». 

P Sloitier. P 
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PP /^ /^ 




le to cry? are we si -lent all? je-sus is passingy will no onecall? wiU no one call? 




KOSBT. 



Come, come to-day. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK. 




Lhe gracious Saviour calling, Come,come to-day; In our hearts the words are falling, Come,come to-day. 

his loving arms so tender Come, come to-day ; Now to him our all surrender ; Come, come to-day. 

>' his Spirit he is saying, Come, come to-day ; Let us then, our Lord o- beying, Come, come to-day. 

we tarry how we grieve him, Come,come to-day ; Let our hearts with joy receive him,Come,come to-day. 

Zi np ^'P ,' i r K ^ ^ r J" J- 




a shepherd he will guide us, In his mercy he will hide us, Come, come to-day, Come, come to-day. 







^. ''y John J 'Hood. 




72 



Fammt J. Ckosbt. 



Qod's jf oiy Churcli ^hall f riumpli. 

J — I 



Jno. R. SwBNBV. 




u r r 

1. Press on, press on, ye work - ers, Be loyal, brave, and tme: Great things the Lord is doing. And 

2. The walls of leagued oppression To dust shi^l fall a - way ; The sword of truth e- ter - ncd No 

3. Behold her marching on - ward, In ma-jes-ty sub- lime, A- long the rolling prair- ies That 




^i i ji^j^i ^^^^^ 



w I f 
great - er things will do ; His ar - my, still in - creas - ing With each revol v - ing year, Shall 

power on earth can stay ; Though all the hosts of dark- ness Were marshalled on the field. The 

bound our western dime; And soon from ev - 'ry ham - let On all our vast fron- tier Glad 

hJ • — • , > . g — g — g , ol ' J , 



h444f^ M^ 



^^ 




send a shout of rapture forth That all the world shall hear. Re- joice, re - joioe, 

church of God would stand unmoved, With Christ her strength and shield. 

songs shall rise to Je - sus, While skeptics turn to hear. Re-joicc, re - joicc, re- joice. 




'^■^^^^'^^::^. 



"^^^J. Hooo. 



Qod's Jloiy Chuidj ^h&II TrimnpL-coNCLuura). 
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work- era, all re - joioe ; O, dap your hands and sing, and sing, O, clap your hands and sing ; God's 




holy choich shall triumph yet, triumph yet, triumph yet, And he shall ^ign our King, shall reign our King. 




t—v-\ — r 









H. H. Wblu. ' 




I Holy Spirit, faithful Guide, 
Ever near the Christian's side, 
Gently lead us by the hand, 
Pilgrims in a desert land. 
Weary souls, fore'er rejoice, 
Wh'fie they hear that sweetest voice 
mtisp'ring so/tly, wanderer, cornel* 
rol/o^ me, ni guide thee home 



2 Ever present, truest friend, 
Ever near thine aid to lend, 
Leave us not to doubt and fear, 
Gropins on in darkness drear. 
When the storms ate ta^wv^^ox^, 
Hearts grow faint ,andV\opes^\N^Q' «t 
Whisper softly, waudetw, tom^\ 
Follow me, I'll ftuivdt \!tveeVvota^. 



3 When our days of toil shall cease, 
waiting still for sweet release, 
Nothing Itfft but heaven and prayer 
Wond'ring if our names are there ; 
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Do Something. 



C. W. Ray. 

ModercUo. 



tt 



Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, y« 
/ have done it unto me." — Matt. xxv. 40. 




Wm. J. KiSKPATKICK. 



gti Hi' ith-w^^ 



1. Do something, yes, something with each passing hoar, Some work of compassion will be in thy power ; 

2. Bo something for those who in loneliness grieve, Do something the sick and the poor to relieve ; 

3. Do something for others^ nor heedless- ly Uve, Some heart may be aching for help thou may'st give ; 

4. Do something for Je- sns in each coming day, Nor reckless - ly squander a moment a - way ; 




HrrrrTT 




|l'j ^ ij S 1 q~ 




Some child in its sor- row may pine for a friend, Some soul for sal - va- tion on thee may depend. 

Thy toil for the low-ly the Master will own. Nor fail at his coming with glo-ry to crown. 
Some heart may be breaking with anguish and care : Oh, haste and do something to save from despair. 

Thy days are all numbered and soon will be gone. Thy years have an end and e - ter - ni - ty dawn. 







Do some - thing, do some - thing, Do something, yes, something ! thy service of love 

Do something, do something, 




'^■^"^^zrs^. 



_ _ _ Gi ^ ^Ik 

•Ott -VtSk IBBL "»K ^»» VJfc^ -sa. 



Do ^osiethingi.— ck>Kci.in>£D. 
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Shall find its re- ward, Shall find its re- ward In the kingdom, the kingdom a - bove. 



^^^^^^M 




C W. Rat. 




to ou; ^avioup l(ii^. 

" I wUl sing praises unto the Lord." — Ps. xxvii. 6. 



Chas. Edw. Prior. 




1. Sav - iour King, I would sing *ro thy praise and glo - ry ; 0*er and o'er, ev - er- more, 

2. Once to die, from on high Thou did'st come to woo me ; While I live I Would give 

3. From the dead thou hast led Death in chains for - ev - er; Now a -bove, from thy love 




Sing redemption's sto - ry; Thou did'st bear the cross for me, I would give my- self to thee. 

Life and be-ing to thee ; Teach me all thy ho - ly will, All thy pleasure to fhl - fill. 

Naught my soul can sev - er; Let all earth and heav-en sing Prais-es to our Sav- iour King. 



-»»» "Spicy Lreexes, " by per. 




\ — V 



'M^ 
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RcT. E. H. Stokb\, D. D. 



Blood of Jesus. 



Jho, R. Swnmr. 




1. Sal 

2. Sal 

3. Sal 

4. Sal 



va - tion ! is the bat - tie - cry, 
va - tion from all fears with - in 
va - tion com- eth with a spng, 
va - tion faith al - ways ob- tains 



Thro' the blood 
Thro' the blood 
Thro' the blood 
Thro' the blood 



of 
of 
of 
of 



Je - sus ; Sal - va - tiou from sin's 

Je - sus, From outward and from 

Je - sus; The vie- tor's sliout is 

Je - sus; Sal - va - tion from sin's 

' ^ "" i— 1: 




deep- est dye. Thro' the blood of 

in- ward sin, Thro' the blood of 

loud and long, Thro' the blood of 

last remains. Thro' the blood of 



Je - sus ; Lift the crimson ban- ner high, All the hosts of 

Je - sus; Let the high cru- sade be- gin, For our faith has 

Je - sus; Ho! the cry of saint- ly throng Like a riv - er 

Je - sus ; Saved ! the spir - it now exclaims. Saved, a crown ior- 




N^f^#^^ 




BEFRAIN. 






sin de - fy, Vic - to - ry is al- ways nigh, Thro' the blood of Je - sus. Thrp' the blood, 

al- ways been. All the saints of God shall win. Thro' the blood of Je - sus. Thro' the blood, 

flows a - long, Life to right and death to wrong, Thro' the blood of Je - sus. Thro' the blood, 

ev - er claims. Saved, a king for • ev - er reigns. Thro' the blood of Je • sus. Thro' the blood. 




'^& Ajryj 



^^^^^^ 




^*>. ^. SwatiMY. 



c:^ c& ^^ ^ 

^^ 'Wk >a. "Ckk. ^M 



B^OOd of JSSTIS.— OOKCLTJDEB 
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thro* the blood, Thro' the blood of Je - sus; Vic- to- ry is always nigh, Thro' the blood of Je - sus. 

thro' the blood, Thro' the blood of Je - sus ; All the saints of God shall win,Thro' the blood of Je - sus. 

thro' the blood, Thro' the blood of Je - sus ; Life to right and death to wrong,Thro' the blood of Je - sus. 

thro' the blood, Thro' the blood of Je - sus ; Saved, a king for- ev- er reigns, Thro' the blood of Je - sus. 

J.-M. ^ J .. .J 




Fanmt J. Ckosbt. 



Buds of Promise. 



^^^ § 



Wm. J. RlRKPATRICK. 

firu. 




1. We are buds of promise fair, Blooming on, blooming on, Guarded by a Saviour's care. Praise his name; 

2. Like the birds, their tuneful lay Chiming on, chiming on, We are singing, glad as they, Praise his name ; 

3. Like the brook that all day long Sparkles on, sparkles on. We will sing our happy song, Praise his name ; 




^^g 



Cho. — We are buds of promise fair. Blooming on, blooming on. Guarded by a Saviour's care, Praise his name. 

DC. 




i 3 jij 44\^ 



He is bending very near. Smiling on, smiling; on. Watching o'er his children here, Praise, praise his name. 
Like the beams we love to see, Shming on, shining on. Little workers we may be, Praise, praise his name. 
To a bright and sunny land Marching on, marching on, Jesus holds each little hand, Praise, praise his name. 




Cspjrji^jit;, J884, by John J. Hood. 



^ V* 
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Rev. J. H. MARTiif. 



Come to the fountain. 

"And the Spirit and the Bride say. Come." — Rev. xxii. 17. 




Wu. J. KlRKPATSICK. 

4- 



^^ 



■iii±=^: 
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1. Come to the fount- ain, a-bandant and free, Come to the wa-ters, they 're flowing for thee, 

2. He that shall hear is in- vi- ted to come; Pen - i-tent siu-ners, re -turn to thy home; 

3. He that is thirst -y shall welcome ob-tain, Life- giv-ing wa - ter re-iresh-ing shall gain; 








r 

Come to the riy - er and stand on its brink, Thirst -y and long- ing, stoop downward and drink. 
Back to thy &- ther thy footsteps re- trace, Par -don implore and receive thro' his grace. 
Who - so is will - ing this wa - ter may take, — ^Now from the foan-tain of life may par- take. 




^ 



CHORUS. 



tr^ 



- f 7 f i r'' 



^S 






:t=:r=:g>z:i 



T 



Come, come to the fount - - ain Flow - . - - ing for thee ; Oh, 

Come, come to the fount - ain. Come, come to the fountain. Come, come to the fount - ain Flow- ing for diee ; 




'^' '''^J^^i^Ta^ 




W^^^^^ 



Come to the l^uataizL-cioKCLUDED. 
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r-»— «h 



JCt 



fiee. 



H 



i 



drink of itB wa - - - ters, Life - giv- ing, plen- ty, and 

Come, drink of its wa-tera, Come^drinkof its wa-ten, and free. 

f- /»-r f . 1^ rnPf p -y-rJ— jU g- ^— g-f-t^.^i— J- 




From "Songs for All/' by per. 



jiappy Little Biidie. 



Chas. Edw Prior. 




1. Hap-py lit - tie bird - ie, Singing in the tree, Tell me why you al - wajrs Are so blithe and free : 

2. When the storms of winter Drive you from ray door. Who is it that guides you To a warmer shore f 

3. " God is my protect - or, He directs my way, — Taught me how to warble All the summer day." 







Do you ev - er sor - row? Do you know a care? Singing thus so glad - ly As you mount the air. 
Thro' the pathless heavens. Who points out the way ? Who is it that keeps you Always glad and gay ? 
This the bird- ie told me, As it mounted high, Singing loud in gladness, Thro' the a-zure sky. 







Jhxa 'i^cy BrecMca, " by pet. 
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Rev. Arthur T. Pirrson, D. D. 



'fzSiZh ]\Ie, Loid. 



Jmo. R. Swbnst. 



■M. 



1=qr 



it* 



j J I — —! fv ^ ■ I i 



W 



S 



m 



1. Teach me, O Lord, this | ver - y day, Out of thy bles- sed word ; | Lead me on in thy 

2. Let me, O Lord, give | thee my heart. All that I have to give ; | Show me. Lord, what a 



^ 



<E> 



-^ 




-^ 




J tij i — d: 



rtr- c i <Kh 



i 



^ 



T 



m 



ho - ly way ; | Keep my feet that I | may not stray Ev - er from thee, my Lord, 
friend thou art, | Bind me close, so that | naught can part ; In thee, oh, let me live. 

r- e ■ ^ ■ > .■ ol 



1 



g^=£ 



Sl 
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CHORUS. 
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i 
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Teach me, O Lord, Out of thy word. For keep- ing thy precepts Brings rich re - ward. 




"-^^^^TTP^S^^ 



■fidoift 



Salltb J. Smith. 



my pathep, llelp I'liy Chili 
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t 
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Jno. R. Swbnkv. 



hUi ^44 ^ ^ ^i^=i^^ 



I3S 




1. I am leaning, O my Fa - ther, Leaning on thy arm di - vine, But my heart is sometimes 

2. Lord, I do not doubt thy mer - cy, Nor thy ev - er-watchful care, But thy strength alone can 

3. I am walking, O my Fa - ther, In the light of faith di • vine, But my footsteps sometimes 

4. To thyself, oh, draw me clos - er ; Let thy voice my spir - it cheer, Let thy love a- bide with- 



fey:, 4 't ^t^ 



^=^^ 




fear - ful; Let me hold th^ hand m mine. Through this world of con-stant chang-es, By 

aid me Clouds to meet apd storms to bear, 

fal - ter. Let me hold thy hand in mine, 

in me. Cast- ing out my ev - 'ry fear. 








thousand snares beguiled, How I need thy lov- ing- kind - ness : O my Father', help thj^ child. 



^v^W^^ 




1/ " J V " 



Chprriigbt, i8&f, byJoHifJ. Hooo. 



iF 
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Fannt J. Ckosbt. 



We are Comii^. 



Wm. J. KlKKPAl 




1. We are coming once again where we oft have met, In the presence of the Lord our £ 

2. We are coming, like the sheep that was lost and found On the dark and dreary mountains < 

3. We are coming to the fount where the life-streams flow, Where the Spirit and the Bride say < 

4. We are coming now by &ith, in the mom of youth, We are coming, blessed Lord, to tt 








^^^^^^ 



Where we gathered at his feet with a bright, bright smile, Wheip we learned the happy songs t« 
We have heard the Shepherd's voice, and we long to dwell In the^ shelter of his own dear i 
We are waiting at the door at our Father's house. To re- ceive his ten-der welcome h 
If the shining ones rejoice o'er a new- bom soul. Oh, how wonder- fill its wortli must 




We are coming, j We are coming To the precious Friend that loves n 

We An coming. We are coining 




**-^-^«^7ifo^ 



c^ c& o ^ ^i> 

^a '•3*. -WX ^V V 



We aie Comii^?— concludbd. 
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^ y '^ ¥ '^ y 
"We are coming at his call. We are coming one and all, In his gen- He, lov- ing arms to rest. 

r rf 




Bless us ere we go. 

I — u^ 




^^rt^^^^J^ 




z. Sweet Saviot^bless us ere we go ; Thy word into our minds instil ; And make our lukewarm hearts to glow With 
2. The day is done; its hours have cun; And thou hast taken count of all The scanty triumphs grace hath won^The 



3. Grant us,dear Lord,from all ouways True absolution and release; And bless us,more than in past days^ith 

I — givAs' 



4. Do more than pardoil 



Joy, Sweet fear and sober lib- er- ty ; And loving hearts without alloy, That 




t ' y ■F'- -«*• 

low- ly love and fervent will. Thro' life's long day and death's dark night, Oh, gentle Jesus, be our light. 

broken vow, the frequent fall. Thro' life's long day and death's dark night, Oh, gentle Jesus, be our light. 

pur - i - ty and inward peace. Thro, life's long day and death's dark night, Oh, gentle Jesus, be our light. 

on - ly long to be like thee. Thro' life's long day and death's dark night, Oh, gentle Jesus, be our light. 



^^ 




Horn 'fA o titems & Vahmutrica^ " by ' 
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\so 
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Fanht J. C«OS»T. 



]V[07e of Jesus. 



JnO. R. SWBMBt. 




??ff^i=Tff 



1. Once Br gain of Jesus we would hear, From the ey- er- hlessed page we love so dear ; Tell the 

2. TeU us how the angels sang his birth, When a lit * tie, helpless babe he came to earth ; Tell us 

3. Tell us how he toil^ in rip- er years, Of his weary, weary nights of prayer and tears ; Tell us 

4. Tell us what a ransom once he eave, When he suffered on the cross our souls to save ; Tell the 








CHORUS. 




same old sto - ry we have heard, Till we learn it, ev -'ry word. AMore of Jesus we would know, 
how the shepherds knelt to pray By the manger where he lay. % 
how the x)oor he kindly taught, How the dead to life he brought, 
joy - fill sto - ry o*er and o'er, How he lives forev - er- more. Mor« of Jc - sus wc would know, yes, 




More like Jesus we would grow ; Tell, oh, tell again the story. How he dwells with man below. 

More and more, yes, more and more ; Come and tell, 

-g- -F ^ _ -P- ^--^- A #- -t_#- #- ^ -F -g- J J J ^ 




*««^y. ifooo. 



C^ ^ ci> ^ ^>:> ^^ ^^ 

'W^ -«& ^«iX '«W Vk \Jkw ^Ok. 



Rer. M. LowitiB Kofpokd. 



In the ^hadotf of the I^ocl^. 
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I. In the shadow of the rock Let me rest, O the shade is so refreshing, My heart at once is blest ; In the 

9. In the shadow of the rock Let me rest, When the heat-waves of temptation Are beating on my breast. When de- 

3. In the shadow of the rock Let me rest, When the twilight of the evening Is gathering in the west ; When the 

Let me rest. 




weary walk of life. From the burdens of the day, In the shadow of the rock Let me rest up- on my way. 
vi- ces of the foe Would al^ire my feet astray. In the shadow of the rock Let me rest, and let me pray; 
night without a morning On earth is drawing near, In tiie shadow of the rock Let me rest without a fear. 







Let me rest. Let me rest. In the shadow of the rock, Let me rest, In the 

Let me rest. Let mt rest. Let me rest, When di- 

When the 




' Copyri^t, X883, by John J, Hooi. 
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Fankt J. Cmxmn, 



^leat IS tne hofd. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRiae. 





1/ P ' I' 

1. Great is the Lord, the Pirinoe of life and glo - ry, — Great is the Lord, and wonder - M his name ; 

2. Great was the love that from his throne of splendor Brought him to earth for sin- itil man to die ; 

3. Great is the Lord, the hope of oar sal - va- tion, — Strong is the tower whereon the £uthftil stand; 

4. Wake, ev- 'ly heart; let ey - 'ly voice a-dore him; Now let the world with hal-le-la-jahs ring; 



Shout, shout a- gain the soul- redeem -ing sto - ry, Mer - cy **ibr all through him pro - claim. 
Oh, for a gift a-maz-ing and so ten- der Glo - ry to God, to God on hight 
Oh, clap your hands with ho - ly ex - nit - a - tion. Come with a song at his oom-mand. 

Seep - tres and crowns in dust shall fall be- fore him, Je - sus a - lone shall reign our King. 




Great is the Lord, great is the Lord, Hail him, hail him, sound his name a - far 








'•-^^^^^c^p:^ 



^^j^j. i/^, 



o *^ 



QrscLt! is the Lord.— concluded. 
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^4i^iii j i J 



He is the light that shin- eth in the dark- ness, He is the Bright and Mom- ing- Star. 



t- i f V ^ 




PRISCILIJi J. OWRNS. 



Qod Bless ouv ^abbath-school. 



Russian Hymn. 




1. God bless our Sabbath-school ! Firmly u-nit - cd, Un-derthy banner thy glo - ry we sing; 

2. God bless our Sabbath-school ! Almighty Fath - er, Shel- ter thy children in peace 'neath thy wing ; 

3. God bless our Sabbath-school I Glorious Defend- er, Un - der thy banner we march as we sing ; 





^^^^^^ 



Strength of each youthful heart, Hope never blight - ed, Be thou our por - tion, Je - sus, our King. 
Guide in the nar-row way, Heav'nwardusgath-er, Be thou our ref - uge, Je • sus, our King. 
Lead us to vie - to - ry, Nev - er sur- ren - der. Thy name must con- qu«-, Je - sus, our King. 










iS^Hght, M884, byJoHMj, Hood, 



c& ^^-^^^^•w '*** 
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MiM JS>9(|B&tpOT 



In Qod We I'mist 



i*\. 




r^=^ 



Rev. A. A. Am 



Li i i j J J it 



f 



-) JM -^ I 1^ 



1. In Qod we trust, oh, bles - sed thought ! What words with more sweet peace are fira 

2. In God we trust, nor fear each day To trust his guid-ance all the ii 

3. In Crod we trust, — our Crod of love, Our King who ev - er reigns a - b< 

jit — j^.^ — > r f- ■ -g : ri f- .f- 1^ 




t=t 
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1 
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With- out this blest 
We feel his hand 
Tis he who rules 



§ 



^3 



^=^ 



as - sur - ance kind Where should we peace and ref 
is strong and sure; He'll lead us with the good 
the earth and sea; We'll trust him thr ough e - ter 

=g=p g I -^ ^--+= ^ ^•-.— 

— l^ I I 



uge i 

and ] 

ni - 



V- 



^^ 



CHORUS. 
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We will trust in God, we will press our way. We will jour- ney on-ward with-out dis- 1 



V — W- 



X 



^Jo^jfj Jiuoo. 



r% ^ <3> t^ <^ \ 

1»> ^BA 'WA. VW V^ 



In Qod We I'rust-coKCLTOBD. 
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f-i^i \ i J', I '^Vl n !hi iM=^^ t 



We will trust in God — nev-ermore to stray, As wejoar-ney on in the loy - al way. 




Mn. E. W. Chapmait. 



Praise to Qod. 

" Eveninc, and morning, and at noon."— 'Ps. It. 17. 



Chas. Edw. Prior. 








1. When the pur- pie morn is breaking, Songs of gra- ti - tude we'll sing, And in joy - ful a - dor- 

2. In the noon's merid- ian splendor, Still his gifts re - member we, And the ma - ny mercies 





f^-^ i. ^IJIj^-h-^ B 




a - tion Sweetest in - cense glad - ly bring, 
num - ber E'eiL on us be - stowed so free. 



3 When the lily-cups are filling 

With the silent dews of eve, 
Still the tokens of his'goodness 
We with grateful heai^ts receive. 

4 In the silent hours of midnight 

Waking, we will still rejoice, 



^nxa "Spicy BrecMes, " by 



•xf^ 



po. 
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Jbnmib Garnktt. 



l^omiiig, ]^oon and Eveiiiiig Pisdse. 



^tfAM dsifeSL. 




1. When the morning breaks in splendor O'er the vallcfy warm, and ten-der, Joyftil praise oar hearts would 

2. When the noontide hour is beam- ing, Happy songs each bird is sing - ing. May our hearts in measure 

3. When the evening winds are sigh-iujg, And the light is soft - ly dy - ing, Then, to nature's voice re- 




render To our Father God on high ; Thro' the night^when all were sleeping,We were guarded safe beneath his 
ring- ing, Praise our Father Ood our high ; With a gentle hand he leads us, He is still our patient, loving 
plying, Praise our Father Ood on high ; He has crowned our life with mercy, He has scattered blessings on our 




care, When the stars their watch were keeping In the calm, blue sky so fiiir. Oh, the love, 

Friend, And the hand we now are hold - ing Will protect us to the end. 

way, And we hope to see and praise him In the realms of endless day. Oh, the love. 



precious 




'"^'^Ra 



^^^y. ifooi,. 



^^ CS^ ^k ^^ ^^ tz^ 
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']V[oniiiig, ]^oon &nd Eveziing Praise.-coNCLVDED. 
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love, He be-stows from ^a-bove ! Let our soulsand all within us Praise'^the Lord for all his love. 

precious love. He bestovrt from above I m m m m r~^ m 




V y-r 



Arranged by W. J. K. 



]^^ ]^e Loiring. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRXCK. 




^±±i \£ ^m 



1. Saviour, who in love divine Came to bless a heart like mine, Make my spirit now thy shrine, Saviour dear. 

2. Ver - y frail and week am I, Oft forgetting thou art nigh ; Hear my prayer, and swift reply, Saviour dear. 

3. £v- er watch about my home, Never let my footsteps roam Where ^he tempting voices come. Saviour dear. 

4. Thro' the buay hours of day. While I study, work, or play, Close to thee I &in would stay, Saviour dear. 





Make me loving, make me mild. Let me be thine own dear child, Ever growing more like theg^Saviour dear. 
fff O.J'oTJ .J^ ^ ^ a.m no o f-f-^^-P--^ ^ 




a^i^t,i884, byJoHsj. Hood. 
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Edgar Pagb. 



I'he ^vioiu is ]\Iizie. 




1. The Sav- iour is mine ; yes, all the day long His presence my feast, and my joy, and my song 

2. How short are the days ! the nights are sweet rest ! My cup runneth over, my man- na the hest 

3. But vapor the world, 'twill vanish a- way ; The joy of the Lord for - 6v - er will stay 



tPt t b I ^ 




i 



^mt^ii'i^iM 



how canst thou wonder with rapture I sing, While I dwell 'neath the shadow of Je - sus^ 
have not a care, but Je-susto please,^-My troubles and trials, — ^how light are all 
here I am building; no loss can there be. Since Je - sns my Saviour a - bid-eth wit! 




.Pm washed. in the pur - pie ^ood, Made clean by his pre-ciousb 

Yes, I am | | Made white and 




lii=P_S9§-^[ 
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'the f^vioMS is ]\Iiiie.— gokci.vi>ki>. 
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And now I rest, yes, rest in Je - sus' love. . . » 

And now I rest, oh, how sweet - ly I rest, yes, I rest in his love, in liis love, Je - sus' love. 




b' — V- 
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Adam Gbbkl. 



jioly Voices. 

I . Hark I what mean those holy voic- es, Sweetly sounding thro' the skies ? Lo ! th'-angelic host re - joic - es ; 





Heav'nly hal - le - lu-jahs rise. Glo - ry, glo- ry, glo - ry, glo - ry, Glo - ry be to God most high I 

Ajl 




9 Listen to the wondrous story, 
Which they chant in hymns of joy : 
|. "Glory in the highest, glory, 
GJory be to God most high ! 

■ '^"f ). Hood. 



3 Peace on earth, good- will from heav- 1 4 "Christ is horn, the great Anointed : 
Reaching far as man is found \ ^ew A V^^^h^'c^^'wnA.^'»?5sv^<^'V5^^^^^^ 

Souls redeemed smd sms lox^w^ciX V'^>^^^'^^^^,^!^,J§t«^Sw^^^^ 
I Loud our go\detiVvaxvssVv«\\wM.e^\ ^^'^^^^^^^^^^^^J^^^ 
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Miss Jbnnxb Stout. 



l^edemptioxt. 






•*• Jl, Akmbv. 




I. 'Twas the beau - ti • ful angels that rolled the great stone From the tomb where the Saviour was laid, 
a. Come, my Father, the weight of my guilt roll a -way, Blessed Saviour, I claim thee as mine; 
3. Now the blessing is mine, but the glo - ry is thine, Hal-Ie - lu - jah! I'm saved by thy grace; 

.f ' f f^ ft f r^ ■ f r r 




When he rose from the dead and as- cend - ed on high. And the debt of redemp- tion was paid ; 
Oh, receive now the off- 'ring I lay at thy feet, Wilt thou make me accept • a - bly thine? 
*Tis by faith I receive thee, my Sav- iour, my King, 'Tis oy faith I be- hold thy sweet face ; 




Yes, that ransom was of -fered for you and for me. While we wandered m bondage and sin ; 

Now the Saviour comes in and my heart fills with love. Oh, how sweet is the Joy of this hour; 

Un - to him shall be praise, who hatth paid such a price To redeem wortblem oinnertf like me; 
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^f^-^^^^W^ 



It was love — wondrous love! that has made such a gift, And has purchased redemption thro' him. 
Now I feel that sweet spirit which coipes from a- bove^ And redeems n^e from sin and its power. 
Glo- ry, glo - ry to Je - sus a • gain and a- gain, For his love and redemp- tion so free. 
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Redemption's song ... is sweet to me, . . . Redemption full, . . . redemption free ; . . . 

Redemption's song is sweet to me. Redemption full, redemption free ; 
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'Tisthus I sing . . . it o'er and o'er, . . . Redemption now . . . and ev •> er - morq. • • 

'Tis thus I sing it o'er and o^er. Redemption npw and ev - ermore, ev- ermore. 

T— ?iH 
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LizcTB Edwards. 



I^est Eve; Witli Qod. 




i^ 



ff ?f r^' 



B. 




Jno. R. Swxnbt. 

\- K-^ 



^^fey^^ 






1. Go on, go on, ye souls made free Thro' Jesus your Saviour and Lord, Receive as yours, and 

2. Pray on, pray on, ye souls who feel Mow precious the Saviour to you ; Be sure of this from 

3. Sing on, ye hearts that ear - ly rise And haste to the vineyard a - way. Who long have borne with 




^ , , , . . ,. U *- L/ 

firm - ly trust, Each promise you find in his Word; Go on! pur- sue the grand old path That 

hour to hour. His presence your strength will re- new; Pray on, pray on ! if faith is bright Yqur 

zeal and love. The bur- den and heat of the day; Sing on, and when by oth - er steps The 




^^^^^^^^^^^ 



oth- ers be- fore you have trod. And now have gone where you may go, To rest ev - er with God. 

Sathway can nev- er be dim, And soon the Lord will call you home. To rest ev - er with him. 
eld of ybur la- bor is trod. Your own shall climb the hills of joy. To rest ev - er with God. 




'^-^*^rsSS'' 
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I^est Bfei vA^ <3od.-coNCLvi>Bu 
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Oh, the robes ..... that we shall wear, Oh, the palms . . . 

Oh, the robes that we shall wear. Oh, th^ 
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that we shall bear, When, our pil -grim jour- aey o'er, We have reached the 

palms that we shall bear, 
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ver- dant shore, With the ho - ly Church Triumph - ant, there To rest ev - er with God. 
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Mrs. H. E. Bkown. 

Spirited, 



We aie coming. 



W. A. Ogdbn. 



2i 



-N—N- 



^ mrxTxtr t ' :: J j: J^ 




1. We are coming, we are coming, Blessed Je- sus, at thy call ; In the dew- y time of morning, Ere the 

2. We are singing, we are singing, Songs of gladness as we pass ; For thy love, in us distill - ing Like the 

3. We are coming, we are coming. Speeding onward to thy throne, Where in^majest^ thou'rtjvaiting, — 

Waiting 







dark'ning shadows fall ; We are com- ing, bles- sed Saviour, With our willing hearts and true. Out of 

show'rs up - on the grass ; For the home in heaven prepar- ing To receive our wea - ry feet ; For thy 

to receive thine own ; Out of ev - *ry tribe and na - tion, We are gathering at thy call. For thy 




ev - 'ry tribe and na- tion. Out of ev - 'ry clime and hue. We are com - - - ing, we are 
smiles, our pathway cheering. Songs of praises we re- peat. We are com- ing, we are com- ing, Ble^ -sed 
glorious cor - o- na- tion, Je- sus, Saviour, Lord of AU. j^ 1 , -^ \ 
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^ 



com - - - ing, Bles-sed Je - - - - • sus, at thy call; " "" " In the 

Je - sus at thy call; We are com -ing. we are com • ing, Bles-sed Je • sus, at thy call; In the 

SJ J ■ J * J 
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dew - . - y time of mom • - ing, Ere the dark - - 'ning shadows fall, 
dew - y time of morning. In the dew - y time of morning. We are coming, we are coming, Ere the dark'ning shadows fall. 

^ J 
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^tubbs. ^ }L 



Wm. J. KntKPATRICK. 



^ p^jWlmy iJt ^td#d^^^ 





9 V 

I. And can I yet de-lay My little all to give ? To tear my soul from-earth away For Jesus to receive? 
3. Nay, but I yield, I yield ; I can hold out no more : I sink, by dying love compell'd, And own thee conqueror. 
3. Tho'late,Iall forsake; My friends,myall,resign: Gracious Redeemer, take,oh,take,Andseal me ever thine. 
4. Come,and possess me whole,Nor hence again remove ; Settle and fix my wav'ring soul With all thy weight of love. 



y?f^fflfiR%^#fff^^W^P^Of 



Copyngbi, 18S4, by John J. Hood, 
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Carkib M. Wilson. 



l^oTWftrcl let us (jo. 



JvOi R. SwBNirv. 




1. With Je- SOS ev - er near Our pilgrim life to cheer It matters not tho' changes we may see; 

2. The souls that oft are tried, But still in him a- bide, Our blessed Lord will keep in perfect peace; 

3. On him for aid we call Whose grace is free to all, Who guides us with a kind and watchful eye ; 

4. And when, our journey o'er. We reach the vernal shore, And see him in his glory, £ace to lace, 




If fidth in him be strong. And he our dai- ly song. How peaceful will the fleeting moments be. 
The comfort he bestows In plenteous measure flows. And never till our journey's end shall cease. 

On him we c^st our care Who hears and answers pray'r. And ev*ry needfril blessing will supply. 
Wi^ all the host above We'll shout redeeming love. And praise him for the riches of his grace. 

"• — ^^ ^N P P >" P ' P ig L L L r r r r i?^^ =t 
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h^JosiuJ. Haoo. 
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jionnteLrd let us go«— conci^uded. 
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XXSZXZ 



he has 



■V — k»^ 



Pkiscilla J. OWSNS. 



gone before its, And still is watching o'er ns ; Then, trosting him, 

g . -f- -^ -f' -^ •^' m m T- ^ ±- ^ g^ "f- T" 



we shall not trust in vain. 




Come and mrorl^ for Jesus. 



Wm. J. KlRKTATRXCK. 




1. Wonld'st thou havejoy to yield Some rich re- ward? Then, in life's harvest field, Work for thy Lord. 

2. Hold up the lamp of faith O'er sin's dark night, Souls in the shade of death Wait for that light. 

3. Scat- ter the seeds of hope O'er des - ert soil, Yal- ley and mountain slope Shall bless thy toiL 

4. Car - ry love's healing balm Where sad tears roll, Leading to heaven's calm Some striving sonL 

5. Oh, there is work fbr all, True work and blest, Un - til the Saviour call, " Come home to rest" 




Come and wor^K for Je - sus In life's harvest field. Come and work for Je- sus, Rich reward t'will yield. 

■Wrji^f r n r — I — n» — r^ i ■ . ■ ■ — ^ i < -^ 
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Coprrfgbt, *sia4, by John J. Hood, 
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Mits Jwmmt Stout. 



^ell me oft the ^top>. 




Mp i r^-i^^ 




Rev. A. A. Armbh . 



iji jiri f-Jf^^ 



1. There's something more to live for Than self-ish,' worldly praise, There's something more to strive for 

2. That sto- 17 of the Sav- iour, Who died that we might live. Has promised all who love him, 

3. He'll give us his sweet spir-it Of love and joy and peace, And, thoogh we oft for- get him, 



T 




Than earthly - honored ways ; There's something more to cherish Than pounds of glitt'ring gold, 

E - ter- nal life to give ; He'll make us ev - er hap - py, He'll guide us all the way. 

His care will nev- er cease ; He sees us when we &1 - ter, And pit - y for us feels ; 





CH0RU8. 
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It is the one sweet sto - ry. That nev - er will grow old. Then tell me oft the sto - ly, 

And by his cheerful pres- ence Make Ufe con- tin- ual day. 

And, if in faith we ask him, His per-fect love re - veals. -•-•#- -#- -^ -p- -p- • 
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Tell me oft the ^toiy.— concludbd. 
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That I may not for -• get, ThatChiist, the Kingof elo-iy, Is in- ter-ced-ing jetb 

_ _ ^ _ _ _/^. ±:_JL*:-I-^*:±:J^_ ^ 



r^Vt> r 'f ^i^V"^^^^ 





^^ 



I cannot ^ee^ too Early. 

" Fear thou not; for I am with thee."— Is. adi. xo. 



Chas. Edw. Pmok. 




^f^ ' i i TTiT: 




z. I can-not seek too ear- ly in the morn • ing, I cannot come to thee too late at night; 

2. No 6 - vil can approach but thou be- hold - est, No danger compass me but thou art near; 

3. Shall I not seek thee in life's ear- ly morn - ing, Shall I not cling to thee thro' earthly night, 




Thou wilt re- ceive me in the ear- liest dawn - ing, And' thou wilt welcome in the darkest night. 
My trembling heart beneath thy wing thou fold - est; With - in thy secret place can come no fear. 
Till thou re - veal to me the heavenly dawn - ing, And I shall see thy face, and no more night. 

; . . . , ^—f^-rHz> — fi — p > .f- i i t < ^ ^ t^ ^ ^j^ 
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Jin. Jambs Hollt. 



l!l\(Z Childien's Pvfiiye;. 




1. Help US, Lord, with ev- 'ry day Something good to do or say; Help ns, Lord, to love thee, 

2. Thou whose eye is ev - 'ry where, Hear and grant the children's prayer ; Guard and keep us safely, 

3. While our la - bor we pur- sue, More and more our «trength renew ; On- ly thou can'st teach us 




Thou hast said we may ; Like the pearl- y dew of night, Like the beams of morning bright, 

In thy watchful care ; Teach our hands to work for thee. Cheerful toil - ers we would be ; 
What we ought to do: When otir day of life is o'er,_When our hands can work no more, 




^=fH-f-fa£ 



t 



^1 k ■ ^ ' 
D.S. — ^Help us. Lord, with ev- *ry day Something good to do or say; 

Fine, chorus. 




So our deeds of kindness, Shed a welcome light. Help us, dear Saviour, to walk by thy side ; 
Read-y still to answer: Here am I, take me. 



^&hA 



Enay we smg, no- san- xia! Un the Heavenly snore 
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Give OS thy Sforit our footsteps to gaide ; Then shall we ever be joyful, Sweetly the moments will gHde. 





J. H.K. 



Qratef ul Jilomage. 



J. H. KURZBNKNABB. 




1. Grateful homage, Lord, we bring Thee, our Saviour and our King; All be- low their voices raise, 

2. Star- ry heights thy glory tell, Earth and deep thy praises swiell. All ere - a- tion yields to thee 

3. Ho ! ye pi^rims on life's road, Spread the triumphs of your God ; He is worthy to re - ceive 




Heav'n resounds thy peerless praise J Halle- lu-jsbh, we will sing, Glo- ry to our God and King. 
Honor, might, and nu^es- ty ; Hal - le - In - jsbh, we will sing, Glo- ly to our God and King. 
Higher praise than we can give; Endless hal-le - lu-jahs sing? Glo-ry to our God and King. 




^ioa "J*eerJes» J'mJs^ " by per. 
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Maky D. Jambs 



Jisz you Drifting? 




W^ 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK. 




1. Are yoa drifting down life's cur - rent^ Drift- ing on a dang'rons tide ? Near the rapids^ fear- ful 

2. Down the stream of worldly plea- sure Drift- ing, drifting ev - ermore, TVard the great unfathomed 

3. Heed, oh, heed the kind mon-i - tion! Give your aimless wanderings o'er; Cease to seek in earth your 




per ' il All un- conscious do ye glide? Down the stream of sin and fol - ly,— 
o - cean. Bound for yon e - ter-nid shore? Drift - ing, drifting, — go-ing, — ^whith - er? 
plea- sure, Head your bark for heav'n'shright shore, Take onboard the skill- ful pi lot. 




Heeding not the danger near, Drifb- ing on in self-com- pla - cence. Feel - ing no remorse or fear ? 
Aimless, purposeless ; — ^how vain ! To the dark and dread forey - er ! What, oh, what have ye to gain ? 
Use the oars of &ith and prayer ; Hien youll make the port of glo- ry, God will guide you safely there. 




'^'Air^. 




i the port of glo- xy, God will gmde yon safely there. 

r r V V r-^ c»^ CSi ^ rrv ^ ^» 
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Hark the voice ... of yonder pi -lot: Cease your driftiiig, seize the oar; 

Hark the voice, the warn - ing voice of yon- der ^i - lot : _ _ seise the oar ; 




Hake the blest, . . . ce-lestial har-bor, Steer your bark for Canaan's shore. 

Make the blest, ce - les • tial bar - bor, make the har- bor, A A 




4nu^ 



Sauvmx. Framcis Smith. 



^o-day the ^SLirioup Calls. 



L0WBI.X. Mason. 




1. To- day the Saviour calls; Ye wanderers, come ; O ye benight- ed souls, Why long- er roam? 

2. To - day the Saviour calls ; Oh, hear him now ; With - in these sacred walls To Je - sus bow. 
5. To-day the Saviour calls ; For refuge fly; The storm of justice falls, And death is nigh. 
4. The Spir- it calls to - day; Yield to his power; Oh, grieve him not a -way, 'Tis roer-cy's hour. 



f08 

Mrs. J. C. Yui,B. 



Qo, Wojic I'o-day. 



Adam Gbibbl. 




1. Forth in the dawn-light cool, and sweet, and tender, While yet the dew-drops tremble on the flowers, 

2. Forth while the sun rides high-er still in heav- en, Forth while the noon-tide's fervid radiance glows, 

3. Lord, we have heard thee in our youth's glad morning ; Lord, we still hear thee in our noonday prime,— ^ 




Seek- ing for laVrers, one doth meekly wand^. Call - ing, still call-ing through the quiet hours ;-^ 
Forth while the shadows lengthen toward the even. Call - ing for laVrers, still the Master goes ; — 
Hear thee, and glad-ly, ease and pleasure scorning. Gird us for service low - ly yet sub - Ume ; — 





^j jif UH^HrhH 




C« 



" Go, work to - day, the flush of ear-ly morning Brightens the east, and day is coming On ; 
"Go, work to- day !--oh, wherefore yet) delaying. Stand ye still i - die as the hours glide on? 
Take us, our- selves to thee we now snrren-der. Take us, and use us till the day is done, 



^ 



'^^^^A^rjii, 



^' ^yJoMiifj, Hoou. 




QO, V/of^ 'f 0-day,-C!oNCLTn)Ba. 



109 




Go, in the fresh - ness of the day's a- dom- ing, Sure shall your hire he at the set of sun !'' 

Go, for the mom - ing waits not for your staying, Sure shall your hire he at the set of sun !'' 

Gath-er us then in thy emhrac - es ten - der, Such let our hire he at the set of sun ! 

^ f f . f: f- . ^ pt r .p- 




A. M. TOPLADT. 

Iknderly, 



^howalter. 8s. 



Cras. Edw. Prior. 




I. In - 8pir • er and hear- er of prayer, Thou Shepherd and Guardian of thine, My all to thy 
3. If thou art my shield and my sun, The night is no darkness to me ; And, fast as the 

p , T" — (■ — p T" — p — p , r> * — p , P — p p — p — p ' p . , r^ - 





I — Vr 3 Thy mtnist'rin^ spirits descend, 
^J5 To watch while thy saints are asleep; 

* By day and by night they attend, 

cov - e- nant care I, sleeping and waking, re- sign : '^^^ ^^'"^ ^^ salvation to keep : 

roomenU roll ^ They bring me but nearer to thee. ^ ^^^^^ seraphs, dispatched from the throne^ 

^ * * Repair to their stations assigned ; 

* r I W -'-fr And aneeU elect ^x^ ^»x^. ^iS2s«ccw^ „c^v*55v 




.AcMB ''Spicy Ifnezet, " by per. 
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Fanny J. Crosbt. 



yes, I Will 2o> 



Wm. J. Xukkfatkick. 




m 



1. There's a Toioe 

2. There's a voice 

3. There's a voice 

4. Ohy that voice 

4. - - - I- 




in my heart, and I hear it to-day; But why do I lin-ger?what 

in my heart, and it whis-pers to me That, if I will tmst him, my 

in my heart, and how gen - tie its tone, — He waits to re-oeive me and 

in my heart I will hear and o- bey, I will not re-ject him, I 



t 






f=rrrn^ 




keeps me a-way?'Ti8 Je - sns mySav-ionr, I must not de-lay, Gent- ly he calls, I will 

M^id he will be; The print of the nails in his hands I can see; Gent- ly he calls, I will 

make me his own ; My soul must be saved thro' his mer - its a - lone ; Gent - ly he calls, I will 

will not de- lay ; To him, my Redeem - er, I hast - en to- day, — Gent - ly he calls, I will 




go to him now. Yes. I will go, yes, I will go. Loving - ly, joy-ful-ly go to him now; 




t 







M:"'r^^ 



o^'fj, .^,aaa. 



C^ <z^ <s^ ^:k «2> ^^aRk 
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ySS, I will gOi— COKCLUDED. 



Ill 




i-i^U-U 



l i s 1 



ti j f hi i i i-uu^k 



Je - SOS is near, and I know he wUl hear If I trust - ing - ly go to him now. 




J. J. H. 



^eYival. 



[[ I f. U i lip 



John J. Hood. 




1. O Je- sus, our Saviour, All praise to thy name ; More love we would give thee, Revive us a - gain. 

2. We need thy re- freshing, Oh, send blessed rain; Re-vive us, O Saviour, Revive us a - gain. 

3. Our souls have been sleeping, Our zeal has been tame, O life - giving Spir - it, Revive us a - gain. 




Revive us a - gain, Revive us a - gain, More love we would give thee, Re- vive us 

Revive us a - gain. Revive us a - gain, Re- vive us, O Saviour, Re- vive us 

Revive us a- gain, Revive us a - gain, O life - giv - ing Spir - it, Re-vive us 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ , t V ( i . ( i , p 



a - gam. 
a - gain, 
a - gain. 




4 Without thy rich blessing 

Our efforts are vain, 
|: Oh, come then to cheer us, 
Revive us again. :ll 



rrom ''Goodly PearJs/' by per. 



5 To souls that are dying 
Thy riches proclalta, 

I : Send speedy cotvN\cXAOti, 
Revive us asa\ti,\\ 



I t I I I 

6 O Spirit of blessing, 
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It's /QI in Jesus. 



" Kbnawmbn. 



Jmo. R. Sur: 




1. The Door to heav'n is open wide That all may enter in ; Come, see my Saviour's hands and sid 

2. The Way to heav'n is straight indeed, But all may walk therein ; My Saviour is a friend in need 

A 




^^^P^ 



wash you clean from sin. There's a Door ... at the entrance to glo - ry for me, 

There's a Door, there's a Door at the entrance to glo - ry for ipe, 

wash you clean from sin. There's a Way ... to the mansions in glo - ry for me. 

There's a Way, there's a Way to the mansions in glo - ry for me. 



i 

1 




en - - - trance to glo - ry for me, . 

entrance, the entrance to glo - ry for 

man - - - sions in glo - ry for 

mansions, the mansions in glo - ry for 



That Door ... is my Je-st 
me,' for me. That Door, that Door is my Je - si 

me, . . . That Way ... is my Je-su 



me, for me. That Way, that Way is my Je - si 




C-Oi, 



^^r-r^LXl 
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died on the tree, 
died on the tree. 




J-U4^,l"J :r^i 



My Je ' • BUS who died on the tree. • • . . 

My Je • 511S, jny Je • eus whw died on the tree« died on the tree. 




^^ 




3 The Light illumes the narrow road 
For all who walk therein, 
And Jesus bears the sinner's load ; — 
He'll wash you clean from sin. 

Che, — There's a Light on the pathway to glory for me, 
On the pathway to glory for me, 
That Light is my Jesus who died on the tree, 
My Jesus who died on the tree. 



4 The Life m Christ begun below 
Gives joy and peace within ; 
Our Jesus saves from every woe, 
He'll wash you clean from sin. 

Cl^.— There is Life, life eternal in glory for me, 
Life eternal in glory for me. 
That Life is in Jesus who died on the tree, 
In Jesus who died on the tree. 



Mrs. J. C. YutB. 



Ilhs, tranquil Jilours. 



Jno. R. Swbmbt. 

ad lib. 




1. The tranquil hours steal by On drowsy wings ana slow, And over all the peaceful sky The stars ol eveningglow^ 

2. No gath'ring clouds I see, I hear no rising blast, I fold my tired hands restfully, As tho' all storms were oast* 



3 Yet whether so or not, 

O Lord, thou knowest best. 
This night let every anxious thought 
And trembJi/%r fear have rest 



^f^m^^'^^pfm 



4 This night I will lie down 

le ej 




1 5 I will lie down to sleep. 



Copyist, J08g^ byJoHHj. Hood, 
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Jbnnib Garnstt. 






Adam Okibsl. 




1. Evening shades around us gather, Fades the light in yonder sky, Soft and low the voice of nature Sings a- 

2. See the HI - y on her bosom Gently close its languid eye, Now the birds their wings are folding While she 

3. Father, hear thy weary children. To thy bos- om may we fly, Ah, thy ten- der love can soothe us With a 
4.Underneath thy wings protect us,Guard,oh, guard us from the sky; Thou hast taught the voice of nature How to 




gain her lul - la - by. Lul - la - by, 

sings her lul - la - by. Lul- la - by, .... 
sweet- er lul - la - by. 
sing her lul - la - by. Lul - la - by, 



lul - la - by, 
lul - la - by, .... 



Soft and low the voice of 



w^-;.i-urfi 




narture Sings a-gain her lul- la - by, Soft and low the voice of nature Sings again her lul- la - by. 




^-^^'' '-^^^^wT^^ 




PUSOLLA J. OWSICS. 



1. We have heard a joy. - ful floand, Je - sua saves, Je - sas saves ; Spread the gladness all around, 

2. Waft it on the roll-ing tide, Je-sns saves, Je-sos saves. Tell to sin-ners, fiur and wide^ 

3. Sing a-bove the battle's strife, Je-sos saves, Je-sns saves; By his death and endless life, 





j^^f^'J vu r ^ 





Je- sns saves, Je- sos saves ; Bear the news to ev'iy land. Climb the steeps and cross the waves, Onward 
Je- SOS saves, Je- sos saves ; Sing, ye is- lands of the sea, E- cho back, ye ocean caves, Earth shal 
Je- SOS saves, Je- sos saves ; Sing it softly thro' the gloom, When the heart for mer^ craves, Sing in 




tis our Lord's command, Je - sns saves, Je - sns saves. 

keep her jtt - bi - lee, Je. sns saves, Je-sns saves. 

tri - nmnh o'er the tomb, Je • sos saves, Je - sns saves. 




4 Give the winds a mighty voioei 
Jesns saves, Jesns saves; 

Let the nations now rejoice, 
Jesns saves, Jesus saves ; 

Shout salvation full and free, 
Highest hills and deepest caT«i| 

This our song of victory. 



Cw«v*A ista, hyjoHi,], Hood. 
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Mrs. G. Paetudcb. 

First Voice. 



^cd is in Jile&ven. 



Jmd. R. Swbnbt. 
Second Voice. 



Z 



^^ 




1. Qod. is in heaven, and can he hear A fee - ble prayer like 

2. Qod. is in heaven, and can he see When I am do - ing 

3. Qod. is in heaven, and would he know If I should tell a 

4. God is in heaven, and can I go To thank him for his 



mine? 
wrong? 

lie? 

care? 



Yes, 
Yes, 
Yes, 
Not 



1^ 







lit - tie child, thou need'st not 

lit - tie child, he looks at 

if thou said'st it e'er so 

yet; but love him here be 



t r 

fear, Helist'n-eth now to thine, 

thee All day and all night long, 

low, He'd hear it in the sky. ' 

low, And thou shalt praise him there. 







CHOBUS. I h I , I 




Come, come, ye chU-dren, heark-en un - to me. And I wm teach you the 

Come, oh, come, it ' J^ ^-^ -• ^' - '"-' 



***^^«fc^^s;^rA 



tm'Jim 



Hooo. 




XKk •%%. ^«». "^W \l^ XA^ -Vk 



fear 



1/ 



the 



Qod is in jfeaveiL-coNCLUDBD. 




of 



Lord: 

Ijord: 



II you 



fear 



the 

of the 



g : > : I p 



the fear of the Lord. 



Cheerfully, 



I^oom fov Little J^eet. 



F. M. D. By per. 




^=^j ^|j-j-j-^ 



1. Yet there is room for lit- tie feet Up - on the nar-row road, And room e-nongh on 

2. Yet there is room, heaven is not full ; Wide o - pen stands the door ; Millions now walk those 

3. Yet there is room, and none depart Un- welcomed, un - for- given, WhUe there is room in 

Jp^^ -f- • f- ■■! I» • ■ .f- f- -^ — ^ ^ 








i). S.^Ye8, room e - nonj^ for 




Zion's street, So gold- en and so broad. Boom enough, room enough Up - on the nar-row road, 
golden streets, And room for millions more. 
Jesus' heart, Tf^ere's room enough in heaven. 




'*'/*'4 Qm -ffl-oa'aBtteetBTbtowL 



tl8 



Ha*t B. Slboht. 

Wtti Sfiirit. 



Onitfavdl 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRICX. 




1. We are marching to the music of the children's happy song ; We are rallying to the forces of an 

2. We are casting up the highways for the coming of the Lord ; We are girded for the conflict with the 

3. Against Satan and his legions shall our shining shafts be hurl'd,And oW mountain^sea^and prairie wide.our 

4. Let us ne'er put off our armor till we hear the angels' psalm, Till our glad lips join the chorus of tne 




^Vj^^^^^ 



army true and strong ; We are going forth to battle 'gainst the serried ranks of wrong, With Jesus for our 
Spirit, shield, and sword, And we go to meet ihe foemen, trusting only in his word, For Christ a- lone is 
banner be unforled ; For the task we set before us is the conquest of the world, With Jesus for our 
new song of the Lamb,And we stand within his presence,waYing 14gh the victor's palm,^V\^ere Christ alone is 



^'1 [ Vt 





King. Glo-ry* ^o-ry! swell the joy- ful cho-rus! Glo- ry! ^o- ry ! shout tiie loud acclaim ! 



'-^jeAjr^ ,, 



^^Ayy, 



<'^''J, Hood. 



C>'^^ G> ^^ CZ> ^ XZ> 

-0(k -«& MX "KK V^ AJkw ^SL 



O&tf&rd I— CoiTCIiUDED. 

4. . N ^ 
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He has called ns^'-onward ! He has armed us, — onward ! He wi 



will help us,^— onward ! Praise his name ! 



^ — 9 — b* — y 




Tashv J. Crosby. 



Precious, Loving Saviour. 



Jmo. R. Swbnby. 

L — ELJ- 




1. Bleeding, dy - ing, — all for me, Precious, lov - ing Sav - lour 

2. Thou the robe of scorn hast worn, Precious, lov - ing Say - iour 

3. Thorns have pierced that brow of thine, Precious, loving Sav - iour 

4. Cleanse my poor, unworth-y heart, Precious, lov - ing Sav - iour 



^ 



s 






On the cross thy form I see, 
Thou reproach hast meekly home, 

Sin - less thou, the guilt was mine. 
Make it pure in ev - 'ry part, 



1 — k—t 




^^ 



Kr 



Fine, chorus. 



t 




D.S. — ^In a blest e -ter - ni-ty, 



Precious, lov - ing Sav - iour. Bleeding, dy - ing, — ^all for me,— That my soul might dwell with thee, 

1 I" 




C9pydebt, 18S4, by Joan J, Hooo, 




/ 
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Jbnnib GARi^rr, 



^ongs in the calm, still J^iglit 



Jno. R. SwBNvr. 




rju-j^44tfr^^rirj 



s 



1. 'Tis the Lord who lead-eth me stilly 'Tis he who con-trols and gov -ems my will, 

2. Tis the Lord whowhis-pers to me, I of -fered my - self a ran-som for thee; 

3. Safe in him, I will not re- pine, Though trials and cares may sometimes be mine; 

4. Safe in him, my hope and my- all, Who ten- der - ly hears when- ev - er I call ; 

Q — m O > , -. 1 — — p , ^ |Q — fi , ^ « -• m^ 



^m 



I — I — I — r 






ie 



T 



1 — t — r 



1 



Fine. 



Crowns my life with ho - ly de - light, And giv - eth me songs in the calm, still night 

Say, what mean thy doubtings and fears; I car • ry thy sor-rows and count thy tears? 

He, I know, will guide me a - right, Who giv - eth me songs in the calm, still night. 

is ^lightl, Hft_ givp e|h^ me snngs 3fD thp pfcjpi, sjjll njj 



■ Pafft iinhimp mjnbnraden- is flight!. 



■ie- 



T 




is- 



T 



m 



T 




CHORUS. 




D.S. — walk in his light, Who giv -eth me songs in the calm, still night 

D.flf. 




O my soul, how &yoTed thou art. Thus to come so near to his heart; Thereby &ith I 



'^JOHMJ, Mooo. 



Rev. C. B. Kbndall. 



It must! Is fettled to-night 
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John J. Hood. 




1.*' It must be settled to - night. To - morrow may be too late;" The an- gel of death may 



2. A bur- den weighs my soul 

3. I can - not rest till -peace 



I can no long - er bear ; Un - less removed this 
En - folds me from a • bove, — Till my Redeem - er 



4. Oh, now I know 'tis done ! My peace is made with God ; My par * don's found in 




come, And seal for - ev - er my &te. 

night, 'Twill sink me in - to des - pair, 

speaks to me As-sur-ance of his love. 

Je- sus' name, Thro' fitith in Je - sus' blood. 



It must be set- tied to - nighty I 

to-night. 




^ii-i^*^ 



can no long - er wait ; Peace with my God I now must have, To-morrow may be too late. 




Copyrf^Ai, i88i, by John J, HoOD. 



122 



A. S. KXBPFBR. 



Jacob's WelL 



D. £. DORTCH. 




1. Je - BUS sat by the well, and a woman came there, She, a poor, need- y sin- ner like me ; 

2. Who -so drinketh this wa- ter shall thirst nerer-more, For a fountain it ev - er shall be, 

3. Ja- cob's well is still fuU, and the Sayioor still waits, And he calls, thirsty sin- ner, for thee; 




And he gave her to drink of the wa - ter of life, And this wa - ter is still flowing free. 
Springing np in thysonl nn-to life ev - ermore ; And this wa - ter is flow-ing for thee. 
Will yon drink of the fountain of Ja - cob and live, While this wa - ter is still flowing free? 




r ^ ^ H 





CHORtJS, 



Ho ! ev - 'ry one that thirsteth ! Come ye to the waters, Come ye to the wa- ters flowing so free ! 



'•ouvo^ 




JfiLCOb'S WClL— COKCLUDED. 
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^^^ 



to 



Come, oh, come! Come, oh, come! Come ye 

Come ye to the wa • teis, i^ ^h , _ 





\'\ r I 



^ 



the wa-ters flow-ing so free! 




T. J. C. 



Andante. 



Jesus, my Only jJope. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRXCX. 




f^^a=jj 



1. Je - 8U8, my on - ly hope. Friend ev- er dear, Bend to my earnest prayer Thy gracious ear; 

2. Je - BUS, my on - ly hope. Grant me thy grace, — ^Teach me in joy or pain Thy hand to trace; 

3. Je - sus, my on - ly hope, Je - bus, my King, Help me with heart and voice Thy praise io sing ; 

4. Je - 8U8, my on - ly hope. Be thou my guest, — Un - der thy mighty wings, O, let me rest, 

.^25 — ft- -p , 1- p r> , r> — ^1 — ^ ,r>* ,p — p 1" ,'r* p p , g to — • .^ ^ 





III K I ^^ 

Come ftom thy throne ahove, Come and my dross remove, Fill me with perfect love. Saviour, to thee. 
Keep thou my heart in peace, Bid every murmur cease, Come and my foith increase. Saviour, in thee. 
Now let thy heams divine Bright o'er my x>athway shine, t)raw me, O Saviour mine, Closer to thee. 
Rest till the angel hand— Home to the promised land— Bear me at thy command. Saviour, to thee. 



ZJSL 



,C9prrighi, 1884^ by John J. Hood. 




m 



Before the 'tiaoDS, 




Fanny J. Cbosbt. 

i: 



m 




iM=^i^-H-^ ^^ ^ , 



Jnc. R. Swbnbv. 




1. Once more we lift our joy- ful eyes, Once more our hearts we raise To him whose kind pro- 

2. With- in the Rock, the Biffc- ed Kock, JRe- fresh - ing dew we share, While Je- sus comes our 

3. Our Mth mounts up on eagle wings, From earth - ly toij we rise ; A - hove the brightest 

4. If such our blest com- munion here, What will our rap-ture be When hearts are joined ftnd 












tect- ing hand With mer - cy crowns our days. Oh, sa -cred flame of Christian lovoi That 
souls to bless. And Je - sus answers prayer, 
hills we soar. And cleave the radiant Bk5.es. 
hands are clasped Be- yond the narrow sea? 



i^^ =f"^f^ 




o 



p=fe 



m 




± 



^^m 




■44 j I J :;;; 




melts our hearts in one, While here be- fore the throne we feel Our heaven on earth be - gun ! 




^ 



'""^^«^^rv:^s77 



^mw 




Ht>OD. 



Xf^ -«& >». 'VK Vk -VW ^Ok 



JSnMfU X>«fcRNBTT. 



^&y,c[o tfe I^notf. 



Ai>A« Gbibbu 



125 




I. Say, do we know what a Friend is nigh ? One that will hear when to him we cry ? He our Redeemer is 
3. Say, have you heard of a glorious day, Pure was the dawn of its early ray. When in a manger a 
3. Look unto him in the young mom's light. Look unto him in the spring-time bright, Now in his praise let us 




Cho, — Say, do we know what a Friend is nigh ? One that will hear when to him we cry ? He our Redeemer is 

Fme. K^y Eb. 




t^^^^S 




Oh, what a Friend he will ev-er 



■None in the 






pass ing by. Now to his arms let us go ; 

babe he lay, — He our Redeemer and King? Once from the cross to the crown he rose, Conquer'd the 
all u- nite. Sing with the heart and the voice ; Oh, let the wings of the Sabbath air Now to his 




pass-ing by, Now to his arms let us go. 



"^^DC. 




world is 
world and 
throne our 



1/ ^ I 

so kind as he ; Hark, he is call - ing to you and me, Yes, he is ten- der - ly call- ing. 
subdued his foes, Now with the joy that his love bestows Hark how the wide world is rinp^ing. ^ 
de- vo- tion bear, Glo • ry to him for the love we share ; Sing, while the wide world rejoices. 5^ 



9« 




Copyright, xfS^, byjouaj. Hood, 
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FAimr J. Ckosst. 



^g^fffm 



JHesqf at the C?oss. 



Jno. R. Swbnbt. 




1. There is mercy at the cross, where my loving Saviour died, There is mercy at the cross : halleln - jah ! 

2. There is pardon at the cross, where our sins the Saviour bore, There is pardon thro' his name : halleligahl 

3. There's a blessing at the cross, and a balm for ev'ry ill, ^Tis a blessing from the Lord : halle - lu - jah ! .. 

4. There's a refuge at the cross, heavy-laden, come and see ; Hark, the Saviour bids you come : hallelcgah ! 




In the living stream that flows from his precious, bleeding side^He has wash'd me white as snow : haUeligah ! 

When by simple,trusting faith his forgiveness we implore. He will whisper, go in peace : halle -lu - jah ! 

There's a welcome at the door, and the whosoev - er will May be saved this very hour: halle- lu - jah ! 

There's a refuge at the cross, where the weary heart may flee, And be safe from ev'ry storm : halleligah ! 




^^P^ 



y^ ]^ ]/ y ^ w w w \ w w "U^'iJFV 

D. S AIn the precious healing flood of my Saviour's cleansing blood,He has wash'd me white as snow : haUeli^i^ • 

CHOBU8. 




I am happy, I am bless'd,for my soul has found a rest ; How my tongue with joy can sing, halleligah ! 




^' ^^-/OHUJ, H^, 



^ <z^ ^s^ \s& ^Zk ^e& txh 

\)|Cv >». 'WL '«W V^ \Jiw ^Bk 



Mrs. Mary D. Jambs. 



One hooX Sit the Crucified Jesus. 



1 



Wm. J. KiRKPATKICK 




1. One look at the cm - d* fied _ Je - sus Brings peace to the sin-stricken hreast, One look at i 

2. There's pardon and cleansing uT Je - sas For souls all pol - lut - ed by sin, A stream from 

3. Oh, look to the Saviour of sin - ners ! One look at his glo - ri - ous face Will fill the e 

4. Oh, look, burdened souls, look at Je- sus! He bids you to look now and live; And looking 




all-lov-ing Say- iour Brings comfort, salva-tion, and rest. Oh, look! look at the Cru - d-fied 
side there is flow - ing To cleanse the defilement with - in. 
spir-it with gladness. And make it ex-ult in his grace, 
him, your Redeem- er, Sal - vation and life youll receive. 



m 



fe=^=? 




" ' T i 




Life for a. look he will give: Look, look at the Cru - ci-fied; Oh, look! believe, and live. 




^^^ 




<s* ^^^^=?w -*• 



Ofpyrigbt, X884, by John J, Hooo, 
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]yiee^ and Lom^y. 



GLOYm. 





^^^ 



z. Meek and low - ly, pure and ho - ly, Chief among the blessed three ; Turning sad- ness in • to 
2. Hop-ing ev - er, fail - ing nev - er, Though deceived,- believing still; Long a-bid-ing, all- con- 

P' T" , t" — P — p ' b * I P m # ' g , P' p p P ,P^ — "T T" , f — P- 



BA#ri!4f-r 




^ 



^^avr^--jrr% 




Fine. 




gladness, Heav'n-bom art thou, Char - i - ty. Pi •> ty dwelleth in thy bos - om. Kindness 
fid - ing To thy heav'n - ly Father's will ; Nev - er wea - ry of well - do - ing, Nev - er 



m f \i \ \\ [^^^^]\[\ [ i f-f^ 



* 



w=m 



Use jstfour lines as Chorus. 

_ D.a 




reigneth o'er thy heart; Gen- tie thoughts a- lone can sway thee, Judgment hath in thee no part, 
fear-ful of the end; Claiming all man- kind as broth- ers, Thou dost all a- like be - friend. 



Edwakos. 




^0 jle&s. 



^tf^-j4j-M4it-^ 




1. So near the gate of mer - cy, — ^The blessed gate of prayer ! A sin - ^e 8tcq| 

2. So near the gate of mer > cy! Then why not en - ter in? Benounce these el 

3. What keeps thy heart from Je- sos^ Thy patient, sn£fering Lord? Who asks thee run 

4. Al- most thou art per - saad - ed. Then yield without de - lay, The Ho-lyDovi 




i« 



i P \ ^'--l* ^ 



CHORUS. 



rect - ed 
ding-ings, 
trust him 
lin - gerSy 



-©»- 



T 



I 1 



f- HV rfi- 3 
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By fidth, would bring you there. Al - most thou art 
And break the oath of sin. 
And take him at his word. 
Oh, grieve him not a - way. 



per- suad - ed 



?^ 



Z-LtS 



^ 



r 



t 



r 



i 






child of God to be ; What keeps thy heart from Je - sus, Who shed his blood for the 
f ' f f f | £=r-^ 




^ — f 



fj^rigJkf, M884, by John J. Hoom. 
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RcT. M. LOWRIB HOPPORD. 



jiy Beautiful jlome.' 



ADAMGcmnu 




1. My beautiful home on high! By faith I oft- en see Its pearly gates un-fold, Its mansions welcome me; 

2. My beautiful home on high ! It knows no shades of night, No darkness ever comes To overwhelm its light ; 
5. My beautiful home on high ! I soon shall soar a- way, And bask amid the light Of thy ce- les-tial day ; 





jjj4iiiUJi|^iffl 



Its loft - y halls with notes Of heav'nly music ring, Its jas-per walls resound The songs the angels sing ; 
The Saviour's loving hand Wipes ev*ry weeping eye, The Saviour's loving voice Bids pain and sickness fly ; 
Up-on the heav'nly hills For-ev- ermore to rove, And drink sweet rapture in. With wonder and with love ; 




itrrrffii^^ 





UJ^J-^J-i 



U U b 

Its jas- per walls re - sound The songs the an-gels sing. Beauti- ful, beauti-ful home, . . 
The Saviour's lov- ing voice Bids pain and sickness fly. 
And drink sweet rapture in. With won-der and with love. Beauti- fiil home. 




'^y. Ayy, 



''''*^ /Hood. 



^ t&» ^Di ^ d^ ^9 CZI 

^E^ '«& 'WV. ^W '^Kk \A^ ^Sk. 



]V[y Beautiful Jlonie.— conci.vi>bd. 
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Beau - ti • ful home on ' high ! Where life is one e - ter - nal day, And pleasures nev - er die. 



te^t f i fTf im 



Evening ^ng. 



Chas. Edw. Prior. 




1. See, daylight is fading o'er earth and o'er ocean ; The sun has gone down on the far-distant sea; 

2. Full oft wast thoti found far away on the mountain, As eventide spread her dark wing o'er the wave; 

3. And oft. as the tumult of life's heaving billows Shall toss our frail bark, driving wild o'er night's deep, 

4. To God our great Father, whose throne is in heaven, Who dwells with the lowly and contrite in heart, 




Gh 



ti^U--^ 



d 4— i-o . J J r I — 



•CD- 



Oh, now, in the hush of life's fit - ful commo-tion, We lift our tired spirits, blest Saviour, to thee. 
Thou Son of the Highest, and life's endless fountain, Be with us, we pray thee, to bless and to save. 
Let thy healing wing be stretched over our pillow. And guard us from evil, tho' death watch our sleep. 
To-the Son and the Spir-it all glo - ry be giv- en : One God, ev-er bles-sed and praised, thou art. 



^^Mi4\i4rum ^ 



Copyright, M884i by John J, Hood, 




-SJSi 



132 



Fankt J. Crosby. 



Perfect Peace. 



Jno. R. SwBNsr. 




1. Thou wilt keep them, Lord, in perfect peace Whose minds are stayed on thee, And the glorions light Chat 

2. Thou wilt keep them. Lord, in perfect peace Who love and do thy will, Who have borne the cross with 

3. Hiou wilt keep them. Lord, in perfect peace Who strive in grace to grow ; They shall look above this 

4. Thou wilt keep them, Lord, in perfect peace Whose souls are one in thee, And the home of love where 

r f- . -. « . f . . . ,. , . . . . J .. . . . t f . f f- I 




veils thy throne Their eyes of fidth shall see. In per - feet peace they shall journey on Till they 
pa - tient hope, And bear it meek- ly still, 
changing world Where life's pure waters flow, 
thou art gone Their dwelling place shall be. 

I ^ Ta -J> 4 4 . . ^J■ 



0=^=f=f^Tf^fl4H^^^ 








^^ 
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reach the gold - enghore ; There is fhlness of joy in thy presence, Lord, And pleasures f<»eT- er- more. 



'=«»«fc4, 



'^^^^^y^^^rTu^. 
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^^ ^ c^ ^ 
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VAmnr J.Ckoiwt. 



Qlosious Victory. 
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Wm. J. KlRKP^TRICK. 




I. We'll never lay down our ar- mor Till finished the march of life; We'll never give up the conflict 



2. While ^et there's a foe to conquer We'll never resign the field, Till vie- to-ry's fadeless lau-rels 

3. _ A VIC- to - ry ev-'ry moment The earnest'in heart may win; A vic-to-ry o'er our tri - als, 



d. Then strive till we all are vie- tors, And,gather'd beyond the sky, We ech- o the shout of millions 



Z 





CHORUS. 



^S 




Till vie- tory crowns the strife. Then onward joyful -ly, firm and trustfuMy, Marching steadi - ly, 
In triumph adorn our shield. 
The tempter, the world, and sin. 
Their vie - to - ry- song on high. 



m'i\*f.rt^\^4r\U-Uhn 





brave and strong, Shouting vic-to-rt, glorious vie- to- ry. Shouting vic-to-rt all daylong. 




Ovrriifnt, 2884, byJoHKj. HooD, 
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Miss Jbnnib Stout 



^e fCuttQie lies liefore me. 



A. A. Armcw. 




1. Oh, I ofb- en sit and pon- der, "When the sun is sink- ing low, Where shall yonder futuie 

2. Shall I be at work for Je - sns, Whil'st he leads me by the hand, And to those around be 

3. Bi^t perhaps my work for Je - bus Soon in fu - ture may be done, All my earthly tri - als 





^^ 
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find me: Does but Qod in heav - en know? Shall I be a-mong the liv - ing? Shall I 
say - ing. Come and join his hap *• py band? Oome^ for all things now are rea - dy, Come, his 
end - ed, And my crown in heav- en won; Then for -ev - er with the ran-somed Thro* e- 




<m 



^ rj^l,^^; ^ j JlJ ^_JJjj^jLJ-J4^ 



s^n 



min-glewlth the free? Wheresoever my path be lead -ing, Saviour,keepmy heart with thee, 
£bith- ful foil -Ver be ; Oh, where'er my path be lead - ing. Saviour, keep my heart with thee, 
ter - ni - t;^ Vd be Chanting hymns to him Who bought me With his blood shed on the tree. 




^^'y^^Ar T^ — 7 — ' 
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CBOBU8. 



'fhz putupe lies before mer-coNCLtrDED. 
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1^ P 

Oh^thefu - - - tare lies be- fore me, And I know . . . not where 1*11 be, 

Oh, the future lies before me. And IJcnownqt wherel'll be. Oh, the future lies before me. And I know not where I'U be» 




But wherever . . . . my patiibelead - - ing Saviour, iteep . . . . my heart with thee. 

But where'er my path be leading, Saviour,keep my heart with thee. But where'er my p^th be lading, Saviour,keep my heart with thee. 
. I I .a*fl a' a n* r I .t't t' t l7 ^ t - n* a o* n o * n a * n . n* n f * f o 



■ V y i V 9 [ ■ 



'fhs Lovd's Prayer. 




H 



m^ J j[i5 



H 



EU-pl-^r--|^ ^ 



-^ 



jCD^ i2h -^- -C^ -G> 



-^ 






^ 



i 



1. Our Father, who art in heaven, | hallowed | be thy | name; || Thy kingdom come^ Thy will be dmiA 
on I earth, :a« it I is in I heaven: ^ «^\.«^^^ 

"^^^^^V^*^ tempt/tion,but dl \\WfiTV^^\^^'^^^ 
power, md the glory, for- 1 ever. V i- \ TXiCH. 
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S. It. H* 



'ihz l^ouxiliaLiii is Opened. 



Jno. R. Swbnbt. 




N^^=H^f4^^ 




1. The Lord is the fountain of goodness and love, In E - den onoe flowing in streams from aboYC^ 

2. Glad tidings! glad tidings! no more we complain, Oar Saviour has opened the fountain a- gain, 

3. How happy the prospect ! how pleasant the road ! When led down the stream by the angel of God, 

4. Say not,^^ I'm a sin- ner, and must not partake," For this ver - y rea- son the Lord bids you take; 




Be - freshing each moment the first hap-py pair, TiU sin stopped the torrent and brought in despair. 
Now mingled with mer-cy, and rich with free grace. From Zion 'tis flowing, to all the lost race, j 
Tho' shallow at flrst, yet we find it at last A riv - er, so boundless it can- not be passed^ 
Say not ^' I'm un-wor-thy," tho' vil- est of all, For such, not the righteous, the Lord came to calL 

. , . . ^ . . . . r ^ ^ 

H ' 1 K K i r*z • m (i • — rti ■ rt m tj- 




for cleansing to all ; The Spir - it is pleading, oh, hear the sweet call ! 



It t ^ t I \^ 



'^ -r. 



^^^yJ^^irrH:::::! 




Ci Cia Ca ^^ ^2fc 

-Wk "«*, ■»*: "*W Wk "%JW 



Tlie poinitain is Owned.— cokcludbi*. 
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Come,plQnge in this moment, no lon-ger remain Cor - mpted by na- tare, pol- lut- ed by sin. 

■ f 1^ f r - r . , , f- , . , 1 " " ■ 




ifp and Aitfay. 



Jmo. R. Swbnet. 




I. Wake from thy drowsy sleep, Yonder the day, yonder the day Breaks o'er the golden fields, Up and a - way ; 
3. Wake from thy drowsy sleep,Time flies apace,time flies apace ; Go, lest anoth- er fill Thy vacant place. 
3. Wake from thy drowsy sleep, List to the song, list to the song Now on the summer breeze Floating a- long; 




Lose not the morning hours, Balmy and clear,balmy and clear ; Toil with a cheerful heart. Reaping is near. 
Speed to thy labor now,Care for thy sheaves,care for thy,sh'vs,Say ,would*st thou bring thy Lord Nothing but leaves. 
Haste ere the noon-tide beams Fall from the sky, fall from the sky. Work till the Master comes. Rest by and by. 




copyright, z88», byJoHHj; H^^ 
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Rev. J. H. Martin. 
Allegretto. 




Qive Qlopy to Qod. 

Psalm c. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATKZClt. 






1. Give glp- ry to God, all ye lands of the earth, Resound ye his praises with music and mirth, With 

2. Know ye that thie Lord is Cre - a - tor alone ! — The God of all nations ! — his majes - ty own ; 'Tis 

3. Oh, enter his gates with thanksgiving and praise, Appear in his courts with sweet, jubilant lays ; Be 

4. Je - hoj vah is good and his mercies are sure, His word and his kingdom forev - er endure ; For 




gladness and triumph his hon-ors procls^im. And pub-lish abroad his a - dor - a- ble name. 

he that has made us, — the work of his hands, — With songs of rejoic - ing ex - tol him, ye lands, 
thankful, and bless his ex - alt - ed great name, With loud hal-le - lu-jahs his glo - r^ proclaim. 

as: - es. on ag - es his prom-ise shall stand; Ye^ na-tions, a -dore him, and keep his commands 




rsg,, 



^""^^^^^TTh^, 



%r^ qt> tS^ ^^ ^£^ ^^ ^Zk 

\»C» '•a. ^MA. 'ftK ^ft >-»- >X 



Qive (3rIory to Qoi-cjoNCLUDED, 
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^r l^ ' ' ■ ' r .r r • 1^ 

san - - - nas, ho - san - . ■ nas tri - umph - - . ant - ly raise Be 

san-nas, ho-san-nas tri- umph-ant • ly raise, Ho*san-iiaa, ho-aan-nas tri -umph- ant • ly raise. Be 





U'h„— ,1 



f 



■i^^=i=^ 





rnrr 



w 



glad .... in the Lord, .... ex - ult - - - ing- ly sing .... The 
g^d in the Lord, be g^d in the Lord, ex -ult - tng • ly sing, ex • tilt - ing - ly ting The 




fe<— t 




m 



^on - - - ore of God, ... , oui 






i: 



t= 



rrrTT 



ga 



hon - - - ore of (jod, V . ' . r^our Cre - a - - - tor and King. . . . 
hon - on of . God, the hon - on of God, the hon - on of God, our Cre - a - tor and King. 
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JsmnB Gaknbtt. 




^fibbatli Bells. 



Jmo. R. Swxnbt. 



\ i i i a-fFtt^ ^ 



tri/ 



1. Hark, hark the sabbath bells are ring - ing, Hear the joy - ful call, there is room for all ; O 

2. And still a- gain, in tuneful numbers, Hear the welcome sound of the bells rebound ; Make 

3. And now they ring in soft - ier meaisure, Now they gen - tly say, oome a- way, a - wAy, The 

4. O rest, that makes our home in glo- ry To the heart more dear as tho tones we hear Of 




^^ 





Fine, chobus. 

i 



irrxrt: 



c± 



come, ye wea - ry, to the house of prayer ; There is room, rpom for 
haste to worship your Redeem - er. King ; There is room, room for 
Lord is waiting in his courts to day ; There is room, room for 
beUs, whose e- cho on the breeze proclaims. There is room, room for 

> I « I hJ 1 ." rr • r- i T f r z 



alL Where the faithful meet, 

all. 

all. 

all. 




J>. S,—comef ye wea- ry, to the house of prayer ; There is room, room for all. 

Ji K 




' i f nf-.JJ f Jt-n-H^- 



D.S. 




^ 



i 



aground the mer- py seat. Where the soul is fed with Christ the lir- ing bread; O 



P, 



"'^^<,\r, 



'^. ^Pj, 



^^^ j: Haoi,. 



' *^ C^ ^ C\ Ca Ci^ <a ^2> 



5^ CS\ C^ ^E^ ^^ ^Z> 
<|y> %;:& -VkX ^K Vk "XJk. V 



f 




In Bethftny. 



Wm. J. KlKKPATRICX. 
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^^^^ 



' 1. Twasgood to sit at Je-sns'feet InBeth-a-ny, dear Beth -a- ny, And feel histen-der 

2. His welcome voice with joy they heard In Beth - a - ny, dear Beth - a - ny ; They treasured up each 

3. Whene'er he came their souls were blest In Beth - a - ny, dear Beth - a - ny ; His presence left a 
j 4. O Saviour, make these hearts of ours Thy Beth-a- ny, dear Beth - a- ny ; And grant to us the 



' im444^^^ 




f^j"j i j,ij 



love so sweet In Beth - a - ny, dear Beth - a - ny. If now our faith and prayers agree, Our 

precious word In Beth - a - ny , dear Beth - a - ny . 

hallowed rest. In Beth - a - ny, dear Beth - a - ny. 

halmy showers Of Beth - a - ny, dear Beth - a - ny. 




gratefulheartsasgladmaybe As those that Je -BUS came to see In Befh-a-ny,dearBeth-a-ny. 




iiPrrfgi,. M884, bij^j^ fi^- 



^ . ai. 
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Jbmmib Gakmstt. 
Andante, . 



^uzn, oil, timi thy footsteps homeitfapd. 



WM. J. KlRKPATHICK. 




^^m 



1. Turn, oh, turn thy footsteps homeward, In the desert roam no more, Lo, the Saviour waits thy coming, — 

2. Turn, oh, turn thy footsteps homeward. Ere thy spirit faint and die, Living bread and liv- ing wa- ter 

3. Turn, oh, turn thy footsteps homeward, Leave thy path so dark and wild,Let redeeming love transform thee 

4. Turn, oh, turn thy footsteps homeward, See, the door is o- pen wide ; How the Saviour longs to bless theel 




Waits with welcome at the door. Come a - way, 

He thy Saviour will sup-plv. 
From a reb-el to a cfiifd. 
Thou hast sinn'd but he has died. 



come to-day; 



Har^, the an • gels chide thy 




^. ^. ad lib. 




^^ 



stay ; {come awar;) Do not slight this great sal - va - tion ; Come to Je - sus, come to - day. 



;ay ; {come avfoy;) IH) not ! 

. '^ * \ \ ^ ^:i «& ^s> ^ ^Sfc 5^ <a 




^^^^^^^^^^^^r^iiJTj. 



\)K^ ^ft&. ^)K\. '^K. "Vk %.ki. '^Sk 




1. On- ward, on- ward, let the wat«faword be ; For- ward, for- wud, «v- er eiugii^ cheer- 

2. On- ward, on- ward, la - bor witli tbe day. Sow - ing, reap - ing, do- ing good where'er v 

3. On- ward, on- ward, trusting in the Lord, On- ward, ou- ward, guided by hia blessed 

4. On- ward, ou- ward, time will soon be o'er, Night is coming, then oui bauds con work 



■ly; 

may; 




Paint not, 
Pil- grim 
Ev - V 
When we 



droop not, lift yonr eyea and see, Jnirt 
vqIg - es cheer ns while they say, Je 
had) ita own re- ward j Je 
gath - ei on the oth - er shore, Sweet 

f : f f- p -p - 



a step be- fore na stands the wayside welL 
sua now la sit- ting at ilie way- side well. 
BUB now is smiling, at the way- side wclL 
will be the mem'ij of the way- side^ welL 




144 



Jambs S. Wslls. 



Lift youp Voices, Watchmen. 

MISSIONARY HYMN. 



Jno. R. Swsmxt. 




1. We love the grand old sto - ly Of him, our Lord and King, Who came in tender mer - cy The 

2. We love the grand old sto - ry By countless millions told, We love the grand old sto - ly That 

3. Go forth, ye Christian work- ers, The Bi- ble in your hand, And bear the gospel mes- sage To 




';"i^,LI.JIj.J l i;,' t[^ 




f ^ • J I 



» 



gift of life to bring; We love the grand old sto - ly: Our hearts with rapture swell When' 
brought us to the fold; But oh, we now are yearn -ing For those a -cross the wave Who 
ev - 'ry heathen land; Go, plant the roy - al stand - ard On each benight- ed shore, Till 

J \ 1— J-.-<D — f- f- .t^-£-^-JL.,jgi: 




[■ \ \ \ iJ ' d \ 5 — 3 3 J F — 



I . I I 



i 



M 



CHORUS. 




e'er we meet to - geth - er Its precious truths to tell. Then lift your voic - es, watchmen, Witii 
plead with us to help them. Their dy- ing soul to save, 
day shall break resplendent. And darkness reign no more. 




'^'^'^'^^^^^^l^^i^r^Tto^ 



^^ d& <D <S> CD S> CZ> 

-w^ -«& >ft^. "KK. '^lai \jk. u. 



Lift youp Voices, Watchmen.— concludbd. 

J — 11 
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trumpet tongae proclaim, O'er land and sea^ Bedemp-tion free Thro' Christ the Sayiour's name. 

fe $%-^ f f f i t: ui il i \^4=H-[^U im 



rff | t:f|p;^;^^^ 



Fannt J. Cbosbt. 



Close, Close to I'hee. 



WM. J. KiRKPATRICK 




i^p 



1. Bow down thine ear and hear my call, Thou gradons Lord, my Hfe, my all ; To thy dear croes 

2. One word of love, one smile of thine. Would sweetly calm this heart of mine ; To thy dear arms 





3 By tempest tossed, by care oppressed, 

I come to thee, my ark of rest; 

^ ^ My weary wings at peace would be : 

«»^«i^«i'«r^ AA a T. 1. J 1 t k It^ • Draw me, oh, draw me dose, dose to thee! 

my soul would flee : Draw me,oh,draw me clo6e,do6e to thee ! ^ ' ' ' 

for stren^ I flee : Draw me,oh,draw me do6e,dose to thee ! 4 xhou RodL where waves can never break, 

"^ ^' -f- _a , J ^ ^^?s^. Whose mi^ty power no storm can shake, 

-i-C^ f 'It' B ■ ifJt-JL. Be thou my trust on life's dait efift-"- ,_^^ 




Copyris^hi, X884, by John J. Hood, 



•x§^ 



41L 
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Mrs. E. C. Ellswortk. 

1^ ■ ' 



^hout the Vktoiy. 




T. H. Ehvim. 



iiU:il4 Uj #=^^ j^ ^ ^ 



1; 
L The war -cry is sounding! I hear it a -far, — ^And girding my ar- mor prepare for the war; 

S. My foes once more gather, bnt heav - y with sleep, And weary with watching, no vig - il I keep ; 

3. The darts fly-ing thickly are wounding me sore, The foe- men are pressing behind and be- fore; 




r^T — 1/ u b 



fari^HifTfJ-^ 



bF~^~ jziij:z 




The foe shows an arm- y in bat - tie ar-ray. While I, sin-gle-hand-ed, engage in the fray. 
But sad- den -ly waking, I trem-ble with fear, So feeb - ly re - sist- ing the en - e - my near. 
My shield, soiled and broken, no more can defend ; A cry for a help - er tVard heaven I send. 




A stalwart form appearing. Foes flee apace In sore disgrace, I torn and see my Sayiour's &ce, I 




'^ j^asL 



* ^j'joHj^'j, H^oi^r 



o ^ ^^ ^^^S> ^ 

vv) %& >KW -Yw ^r« \J^ 



^hOUt the YictOPy.— Concluded. 





tuxn and see my Saviour's &oe, And shout the victo- ly ! Shout the vie- to -ry ! Shout the victo - ry ! 




PrISCIIXA J. OWBNS. 



Jesus, ]V[y Own. 



Wm. J. KlRKPATRICK^ 




1. I wandered in darkness, Forsak- en, alone, My hopes were all withered, And joy was unknown, Till I 

2. My heart was so guilty, So heavy with fears. My eyes were all blinded With fast-flowing tears, When I 

3. He sooth'd all my sorrow,He pardon'd my sin,His touch gave me healing,His blood made me clean; Now I 

4. Sad-hearted and weary, Oh, why will you stray. When Jesus is waiting To save you to-day ? On- ly : 




came to the Saviour, The kind, loving Saviour, Till I came to the Saviour, My Je - sus, my own. 

came to the Saviour, The kind, loving Saviour, When I came to the Saviour, My Je - sus, my own, 

rest in my Saviour, My kind, loving Saviour, Now I rest in my Saviour, My Je - sus, my own. 

look to my Saviour, My kind, loving Saviour, On-ly look to my Saviour, My Je- sus, my own. 




GfnyriHtt, 1884, by John J. Hood, 



Fanny J. Ckosbt. 



Oves the Jaspep ^a. 



Jno. R. Swbnbt. 




^. ^j w -^ , , „ foTgottei 

4. They dwell in that city with Christ the LoTd,Their crowns at his feet they cast^And oh, they are reaping a 









^^ 



deeming love, There rivers of pleasure flow. And while as a pilgrim on earth I roam There 
brilliant ray, No darkness can en - ter there, 
ev -'ry tear, — ^They hanger and tiiirst no more, 
blest re- ward For trials and conflicts past 




oometh this joy to me : Not here is my treasure, not here my home, But over the Jas- per Sea. 




' '*"' ^T^^^rrsz:;^. 



■^ ^^ CS3k ^» ^S> «^ KZk 
■^t;^ -«& '>KV ^K >Rk VJI^ ^ 



Mart D. I^mbi. 



Givine guidance. 



Wl€. J. Kl^wPATRICK. 
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1. In this world of sin and danger, How I need a constant guide! Wi - ly foes are all around me, — 

2. While thy mighty hand shall hold me, — ^Weak and helpless tho' I be, — Safely I shall pass thro' dangers, 

3. Trusting in thy loving guidance. Peaceful -ly I tread the way; Look-ing ev-er un-to Je - sus. 




^^^Jjigq^ 



Jesus, keep me near thy side. Blessed Saviour, Blessed Saviour, Let me in thy love a - bide; Blessed. 
Fearless of the foes I see. Dear Redeem- er, Dear Redeem- er, All my trust is stayed on thee; Dear Re* 
Thou wilt never let me stray. Great Protector, Great Protector,Thou wilt keep me night and day ; Great Pro- 




ff f r^f r'w ^ij i ^f m^r 



' ^-^iu-^-iU^ m 




4 Under thy blest wing of mercy 
How securely do I rest 1 
Clouds may come and fearful tempest, 
But I'm leaning on thy breast. 

Blessed shelter, 
Here no enemies molest. 



Saviour, Blessed Sav- iour. Let me in thy love a - bide, 
deem- er, Dear Redeem- er. All my trust is stayed on thee. - . *i. i • i.« j 

tect - or. Great Protect - or. Thou wilt keep me night and day. 5 Jesus, how thy lovmg kmancas 
HQh ^ •_ i_ . Hedges all my onward path, 

•^ - - — "^^ • ••- -^ -•■ • -F- •p^' How thy mercy doth inclose me I 




G^yr^bt, 1884, by John J. Hooo, 



Thou wilt guide me unto death." 



^S6-> 
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V 



I'he Land pap Atfay. 

** Hiine eyes shall see the King in his beauty ; they shall behold the land that b very far off." 

Isaiah xxxiii. 17. L. Eomonstoii. 




1. I sing of a land, a land &t a - way, With its rich - es and pleasures un - told, 

2. I sing of a rest, a rest, oh, how sweet. When life's wea-ry cares are all o'er; 

3. I, sing of a home, "the home of the soal,'' Whose bright glo-ries*' eye hath not seen," 





^y#^^-# ^ 



TiH i ij ' i i 



Where the light of Grod's love is the light of that day, And its beauties no tongue can un - fold. 

A ha - yen of bliss, my friends there 111 greet. And Je - sus my Sav- iour a - dore. 

Where ag - es on ag - es e-ter-nal-ly roll. And its joys are for - ev - er se-rene. 




Oh, sing of a land far a - way. Its rich - es and pleasures un - told ; Where the 




— c^ ^b QE> <Sk ^^ c^ <n 



€^ ^^ QE> 4^ ^^ c^ <2EI 

-W> -«&, V&, -VW Vk VJk. >&. 



'ihs Land par £tfay.-cpNci,TTDia>. 




N^Jj jljlJ'j f i Jj'n; 
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light of Grod's love is the light of that day, Its beau- ties no tongue can nn - fold. 



t'tt t 




4 I sing of a crown, a ^Im, and a lyre, 
Which Jesus my Saviour will give ; 
For all who press onward, and upward aspire, 
Shall life everlasting receive. 



5 When I sing my last song, and death sets me free,' 
Come, angels, come, bear me away 
Where '* the King in his beauty " forever 111 see^ 
In the land tluit is &irei than day. 



Tr. by T. M. Nbalb. 

bM- ' ' ' 



Jist I'hou "Weary. 



Rev. Sir Hbnrt Bakbr. 








1. Art thou weary, art thou languid, Art thou sore distressed? "Come to me/'saith One, "and, coming, Be at rest." 

2. Hath he marks to lead me to him. If he be my guide? " In his feet, and hands, are wound-prints. And his side." 

3. Is there di - adem, as monarch, That his brow adorns? " Yes, a crown in very sure-ty, But of thorns." 




4 If I find him, if I follow, 

What his guerdon here ? 

" Many a sorrow, man^ a labor. 
Many a tear/' 



5 If I still hold closely to him, 
What hath he at last? 



6 If I ask him to receive tsa*.^ 



^Sl^SX^K^**-'^^^^ 



"Sorrow vati<vxi\sV\eOLAt^W «tAft.ei.,V^^N.^^^^^ 
Jordau paiX.^* 



SSS&^'*«»s«=*' 



\ 
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Mrs. Makt D. Jamss. 



jlold up tlie Baime;. 



JitO. R. SWBMBT. 




I. Hold up thegos-pel ban-ner;Let all the peo-ple see The glorious bi -ble mot- to; Sal- 



2. Oh, wonder -ful Re- deem - eri Thy mighty power we prove To save poor, guilty sin - ners; Oh, 

3. Hold up the bi - ble ban - ner,— The precious, ho - ly Word Show forth the mighty Sav-iour,— Ou 

4. Hold up thegos-pel ban • ner, The wondrous truth proclaim : An ut - termost sal - va- tion la 




vation full and free. Hold 
vast, stupendous love I 
glorious, ris - en Lord, 
found in Je - sus' name. Hold op the gospel 



up the baii - ner, Hold 



up the ban - ner, The blessed gospel 



ban - ner. Hold up the gospel ban - ner. 








ban - ner our own commander gave, our own command - er gave ; Proclaim, proclaim the great sat* 



'Wa& hjrjp^^j, n^^ 



^^ 



£=1::^ 



± 



"r*^ 



' g ^'~T~t > \ 



±=j± 



^ 9l ts^ t^ ^> ^ 

-Wk >»& >NL "^K >«<» V^ Vk 



Jiold up the B&imeF.— cjoNcxuDBo. 



%,' 



153 




..uM-m^ 



va - tion» Thro' him who came to save, Proclaim the great sal - va - tion. Thro' him who came to save. 




~^^ ' ' Tr rt 



Rev. J. H. MAKTiif. 



BSLimer of the Cvoss. 



Wm. J. KlXKPATRICK. 




I. See that banner waving high, Floating in the o- pen sky, 

With its shining folds unfurrd, O'er a dark and ruin 'd world. 




Oh, the ban- ner of Christ, Who is mighty to save, In triumph and glo - ry For- ev - ermore wave. 



^j^-^ lfj;^ 




2 Bear aloft this ensign bright, 
Symbol of the bloody cross ; 
Emblem dear of love and light. 
Saving souls from endlessloss. 



3 'Tis the herald to our race 
Of salvation full and free, 
Sign of rich, redeeming gt&ce^ 
Pardon, p^ae^, wi^ ViJowX^ 



4 Rally round this flag divine, 
Standard of redeeming love^ 



Ca.pyr^i»i, iSKf, by JoUH J. HoOD. 



>ao 



tiustiii|2 ^ ^ "SiocTii, 




Wm. J. KiRKPATRICK. 



z. 1 ^m trusting in the Lord and re- joic- ing all the while, Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tioa; 

2. O, the precious blood he shed, how it cleanseth me from sin, Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion ; 

3. He is leading me by faith ; hal- le - lu - jah to his name I Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion ; 

4. But I'll sing a sweeter song when n;iy journey here is o'er, Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion ; 




I am walking in the light of a Saviour's loving smile,. Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion. 
Tho' the stormy winds may blow, I have perfect peace within, Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion. 

I can sing with all my heart, and redeeming love proclaim. Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va • tion. 
Yes, ni sing it ev - ermore, when I r^ach the oth- er shore, Trusting in the Rock of my sal - va - tion. 




I am clinging to the cross, I am clinging to the cross. Trusting xn the Rock of my sal - va - tion. 




^^^ 



^■"'**'' '*^^i;;^i^ 



Hood, 



i») 



>•&. '«K Vk 





Trustii^ in the I^oc^.— conclttded. 




m 



. I am clinging to the cross, I am clinging to the cross, Trusting ifl the Rock of my sal - va - tion. 

,g 1 ^ ^: -t-r- t t if f f f f- |P :« L J ^ -^^.^ ^ ^->.gL^-^ ^ 

iJk ae :. J— p- -rrrp r ■ it I L L L L fc^ T^ u r —m, u m^^^w^ <d r It 



l^al^e me as I ani. 




^#^^ 







Rev. J. H. Stocktoh. 




1. Jesus, my Lord, to thee I cry, Unless thou help me I must die ; Oh, bring thy free salvation nigh, And 

2. Helpless I ani,and full of guilt,But yet for me thy blood was spilt. And thou canst make me what thou wilt,6ut 

3. I thirst, I long to know thy love, Th^ full salvation I would prove; But since to thee I cannot move. Oh, 

4. If thou hast work for me to do. Inspire my will, my heart renew, And work both in and by me, too. But 
And when at last the work is done. The battle o'er, the victory won. Still, still my cry shalLbe alone, Oh| 




Fint. REFRAIN. 



take me as I am. Tak 



D, .S".— bring thy free sal- va- tion nigh. And 




Take me as I am. Take me as I am; Oh, 

Take me, take me as I am. Take me, take me as I am; 
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rrom "The Garamr/' by per. 
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Fannt J. Crosby. 



Wlutsoevev. 



Jmo. R. SwKonr. 




^h^ \ i'Ail; 



1. What - so - ev - er we ask of Je - sas, If on him our hearts be-lieve,'What-BO - ev - er we 

2. When the per- ish-ing ones aronnd ns, Bnr-dens on our sonls^we hear, If we earnest- ly 

3. What - so - ey - er we ask of Je-sns, Temporal good, or gifts that flow From the Spir-it of 

4. What - so - ev - er we ask of Je- sos, There onr &ith is cling- ing still, Meek -lyhlending with 




CHOKUS. 



V 






ask of Je-sas He has said we shall re-oeiTe. What- so-ev-er! oh, hoondless word! 
plead with Je - sns He for them will grant onr prayer. 

life e-ter-nal, He, onr Bay- ionr, will he -stow, 
each pe - ti- tion, Sav-ionr, if it he thy will. 

i i i , t f f t . r • f . f:f f f f 
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What- so- ey - er ! oh, pzaise the Lord ! Whatsoey- er we ask he -lieying. He has said we shall xeoeiye. 




* ^yo^j^j. Hoau. 
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Brighter ^^ Beyoni 
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Wm J. KiRKPATRXK. 




1. There is a brighter sky beyond Where clouds ne'er dim the way, There is another, brighter sphere, Where 

2. I trust not in this earthly tent True happiness to gain. Its pleasures yield not pure content, Each^ 
3w I have above a sweeter home. And do not dare despond, I see, through i^ the storms that come, The 
4, The rainbow of a Saviour's love Shall paint each diipping cloud, And thro' theshining realmsabove I'll 




beams an end- less day. I am looking to that other, brighter dime, Where perfect bliss shall be founds 

joy 18 tinged with pain, 
bright-er sky be-yond. 
soimdhiBnamea-loud. ^.k ^.A..A..A..A..A..A..A.Ha- -a-'-d- •££>* 
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Copyr^bt, i8S^ byJoUMj. HoOD, 
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Hbnkibtta E. Blaxk. 



Open the Docs. 



Wm. J. KlItKPATKICK. 




1. Je -!• suSy the Sav-iouTy is waiting and knocking, Standing to-day at the door of thy heart; 

2. Long he has called thee and thou hast refused him, Long he has wait- ed thy ans - wer to hear ; 

3. What if the lamp of thy life should be darkened ? What if the Saviour should call thee no more? 

4. While he is call- ing^and waits to be gracious Haste to admit him, the warning o-bey; 

-J- 
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Say, wilt thou o - pen and glad • ly receive him, Or wilt thou bid him in sor- row de-part? 

Still he is knocking, how canst thou be silent? Now at this moment thy doom may be hear. 
Think of the anguish, thy spir - it ap-pal-ing. Knowing the day of pro-ba-tion is o'er. 
While he is hold- ing the seep- tre of pardon, Quick -ly receive him — ^nolong-er de-lay. 




Uttrnf^ . 



« CHORUS. 




O- pen the door, 'tis the Sav- iour knocking, Pa-tient-ly knocking to-day at thy heart; 
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Open the Doo?.— concluded. 
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O ' pen the door, 'tis the Say-iour knocking, Knocking, knocking, — ^must he de-part? 
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Fannt J. Ckosby. 



Jesus, I come to 'ibae. 



Wm. J. KiRKPATRlCK. 




1. Je-suSy I come to thee, Long- ing for rest ; Fold thou thy wea- ry child Safe to thy breast. 

2. Je - sus, I come to thee, Hear thou my cry ; Save, or I perish, Lord, Save or I die, 

3. Now let the rolling waves Bend to thy will. Say to the troubled deep, Peace, peace be still. 

4. Swiftly the parting clouds Fade from my sight; Yon-der thy bow appears, Love-ly and bright. 
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CHORUS. 







Rocked on a storm- y sea. Oh, be not far from me, Lord, let me cling to thee, On - ly to thee. 





1 — h 





Copyright, 1884, by John J. Hoon, 
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Rev. M. LowRiB Hofford. 



Wall^ in the fiootsteps of Jesus. 



Adam Gbibsx.. 




I. Walk in the footsteps of Je - sus, They nev- er can lead you a- stray : 'Tis the shining path to 
3. Walk in the footsteps of Je - sus, The Light, the Truth, and the Way, And your path will shine more 
3. Walk in the footsteps of Je - susl The lips of the dumb shall sing, And ^e broken heart with re- 




©- 



t 



CMo, — ^Walk m tne footsteps of Je > sus, They nev- er can lead you a- stray : 'Tis the shining path to 

^lo • ry, The true and the liv - ing way ; Thro' a world of sin and sad - ness They will 

bright - ly, Shine on to the per- feet day; Oh, the sha-dows of the eve-ning Nev-er 

joic • ing Shall shouts of the ransomed bring; To man- y-a wea - ry pil- grim From a- 




r r r 

glo - ry, The 
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true and the liv - ing way. 



5 




B.C. 







guide your wea- ry feet: To a world of light and glad- ness, To a home of bliss com - plete. 
can obscure the light, For the ful- ness of its glo - ry Will destroy the shades of night. ^ 
bove light shall ap - pear. From the vaulted sky heaven's glo - nr AH your path will brighten h6re. o* 




fo^J<ry, Hood, 
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JsNNiB Lewis. 



I'rustis^ and Believing. 
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I NO. R. Swbnby. 




1 . I am looking, ev- er looking with a firm, a - bid- ing faith, To the Refuge where my soul has trusted long, 

2. I am watching,ever watching with a calm and steadfast eye,Till the shadows of the twilight shall descend, 

3. I am waiting, ever waiting, till my blessed Lord shall come, Till he gathers all his chosen ones, his own; 

4. I am looking, watching, waiting,and the time is drawing near When my spirit from its casket shall be free, 




To my Saviour and Redeemer,who has triumphed over death. For I know that in my weakness he is strong. 
Till a gentle voice shall call me from the vineyard by and by. And the sowing in the reaping-time shall end. 
Then I'll sing redeeming mercy with the ransom'd host at home.When I lay my humble sheaves before the throne. 
When the anthems of the faithful at the river I shall hear, And reward- ed for my trusting I shall be. 





^ 



D. S. — anchored, safely anchored, on the everlasting Rock ; O, my faith is growing brighter ev - 'ry day. 
CHORUS. . ^ N . B,8. 




I am trust - ing and believ - ing. And mv joy the world can never take away; [takeaway;] I have 




Copyrifibt, 1884, by John J. HoOD. 
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Jno. R. Swbnby. 



DTTET. 
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.1^ •ji- rgsj 

1. Ye know not when I shall come, It may be in the morning light, When the bright sun creeps in your 

2. Ye know not when I shall come ; It may be in the noon-day heat, When home from the work of the 
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chamber doors, Dis - pelling the shadows of night ; It may be in the ear - ly mom- ing. Ere the 
harvest field You are turning with wea - ry feet; * It may be as you sit home, talk- ing Of the 



IS 



r — r 



F 



3=t 



I 




^ 



m^^ 







shadows have left the hills, Wfiile^he mist is yet a- ris - ing From the pools in the lit - tie rills ; 
day so long with its care, That the first sweet notes of the angels May be borne to y»u thro' the air ; 
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KEFRAIN. 




So I bid you leave the door o - pen, I shall not stop then to knock ; 
So I bid you watch for my com- ing; If the door is shut and fast 





£ 
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If the door of the hoose is 
I shall no long- er plead to 



&8 - 
en - 



tened I go — ^for I know yon not. 

ter, I shall tom fix)m yon at last. 
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3 Te know not when I shall come ; 

It may be when the evening gray 
Is making the long black shadows appear 

From ti&e poplars over the wayj 
It may be as the lamps are burning, 

As your little ones cluster around, 
That faint in the far-off heaven 

My coming to you may sound; 

Bef. — So watch. Let the house be in order, 
Keep a guard upon the door, 
So I, ibjr Chnst^ may enter 
And abide forevermoTO, 







4 Yes, 111 await thy coming, 

Be it morning, noon, or night; 
I will list with the heart of a watcher 

Whose master may come in sight; 
And the door shall be always open, 

For fear that I, in my sleep, 
May wake too late to open 

When I hear my Master's feel 

Eep. — So I wait, for the time I kiMv« rssiu 
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0, Come and be }{appy. 



Gb«^RGE BEAVSRikiir. 




1. O, come and be hap - py with Je - sus, For why should we long - er de - lay? 

2. O, oome and be hap-py with Je - bus. Who died that his chil- dren might live: 

3. Out hearts he will guard in his keep - ing. Our strength he will dai - ly re - new, 

.r -.- f: ^ _ ... j^ . .r^ 




The pleasures of time that sur- round us, Like shadows are pass-^ing a - way; 

To those who by £uth will re-ceive him, The wa-ter of life he will give; 

His beau - ti - ful star is be - fore us, Then glad - ly our jour - ney pur - sue ; 

-0. it- f: " 
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His Spir- it is ear- nest -ly plead - ing, How ten-der - ly sweet is the call: 

Comi^, learn at the feet of the Sav - iour. How great his com-pas-sion and love. 

Oh, live for a crown of re - joic - ing, And live that we ev - er may share 
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0, Gome and be Jiappyr-c3oNci-uDED. 
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Ohj come and par- take of the mes - sage He of - fers so free - ly to all. 

Be will-ing his footste}>s to fol - low, And lay up our treasure a - bovfe. 

A place in the man-sions of glo - ry, Our Sav-iour has gone to pre - pare. 

* * # t . 
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CHORUS. 
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Then come, .... <5i, come,*^. . . 7 Then come and be hap -py with Je - sus: 

Then come and be hap - py, oh, come and be hap - py, 

J* - - - J- 
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Then come, .... oh, come, .... Then come and be hap -py with Je - sus. 

Then come and be hap - py, oh, come and be hap - py, 
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William B. Elliot. 



l^oom fo7 the Childien fhese. 




Jno. R. Swbnrt. 



pi^tU^ 



1. There's a place of rest where the faithful meet, Where they sit and leam at the Saviour's feet, Where the 

2. There's a feast of joy by the Saviour spread, Where the poorest soul by his hand is fed, Where the 

3. There are cooling streams, from the rock they flow. And to ev'ry one they are firee, they know, Where the 

4. There's a home beyond, tis a home of light And its gold - enj|elds are for- ev - er bright. Where a ' 




a^ 



ten - dec smile of his love fhey share ; We are glad there is loom fat the childr^ there. 

weak grow strong, while the cross they bear; We are glad than is room for the children there. 

soul may drink and for - get its care ; We are glad there is room for the children there. 

star - ry crown the redeemed shall wear; We are glad there is room for the children there. 



^=^ 



to- ; [ n, pL^^^ 



fe 




CHORUS. 
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Yes, there is room for the children there. Room in the fold of a Savioi 
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care 
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I^oom for tlie Cliildren fliere.-coNCLUDED. 
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Tnese are his words, ^^ Let them come to me, For of such afi^they shall my king - dom be/' 



Harriet Mabel Spalding. 



In I'hy Lil^eness. 



Wm. J. KiRKFATRICK. 




1. When shall I, Lord, in thy blest likeness wake, Shaped to an im - age fedr, for thy sweet sake? 

2. A lit - tie less of earth, my spir - it cries, More £ebith in thee, more patient sac - ri - fice, 

3. Then, soon the heavenly portals I shall gain, Freed from all taint of grief, or pulse of pain ; 

4. Then shall I, Lord, in thy blest likeness wake. Ransomed and glo - ri - fled for thy dear sake : 




w 

Mid. 



With robes of white, by no earth-dust de- filed. Made pure thro' grief, and sinless as a chil 
More hope of mer - cy, offered full and free, A less- er love of self and more of thee. 
Give me that strength, whereby I conquering win, For- give, I pray, and bid me en - ter in. 
All life is vain, save that which thou cans't give ; My heart, obey, know thou the truth, and live ! 

* ^ ■ p P g « J ■ - >> f f » .. ■ J ' 




Cdpyri^bt, X884, by John J. Hood. 
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Fanny J, Crosby 



I'han^s be to Qod. 



^ Wm. J. KlRKPATRICK. 




1. Thanks be to God who watches o*er his peo- pie, Thanks for his mer- cy, his kind and gentle care ; 

2. Thanks be to God that still we dwell in safe- ty, Thanks for the u - nion of this our hap-py land ; 

3. Thanks be to God who crowns the year with blessings, Guides and protects us thro' all our pilgrim way ; 

4. Thanks be to God whose Word is ev- er- last - ing, Thanks for his promise of joyp that nev-er die ; 




Praise him, our souls and all that is within us, Now in his temple a grateful song pre- pare. 
Thanks for the peace and plen-ty that surround us. Gifts from our Father who o - pens wide his hand. 
Thanks be to God for each re - volving sea - son, Thanks for the mercies of each re - tum-ing day. 
Thanks for a light that shines beyond the riv-er, Thanks for a mansion, a home beyond the sky. 
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CHORUS. 
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be to 
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Thanks be to God, thanks ^ lib God, Thanks be to God, in whom we live and move ; 



SE 



Hood, 



"-1 1 

^^ ^^ <!^ ^^k ^?> ^9 

\A "WL 'MX "ftW V^ A.W ^^ 



t1igiiiI[s be to Qod.— concluded. 
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Lift up our heaxtS) and bow the knee before him, Sing of his goodness, proclaim his mi^^ 
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Mn, Gracb W. Hinsdale. 



Wh^t can Little jlands do? 



Chas. Eow. Prior. 




do To pi 
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I. O, what can lit - tie hands do To please the king of heav*n ? The little hands some work may try, 

3. O, what can lit - tie Zips do To please the king of heav'n ? The lit - tie lips can praise and pray, 

3. O, what can lit - tie ryes do To please the king of heav'n ? The lit - tie eyes can upward look, 

4. O, what can lit - tie hearts do To please the king of heav'n? Young hearts, if he his Spir-it send, 




sup- p^ : Such grace to 






That will some sim-ple want sup- ply; Such grace to mine be given, Such grace to mint 

And gen- tie words of kindness say; Such grace to mine be given, Such grace to min< 

Can learn to read God's ho- ly book; Such grace to mine be given. Such grace to mini 

Can love him, — Maker, Saviour, Friend ; Such grace to mine be given. Such grace to mint 
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mme oe given, 
mine be given. 
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liiaa "Spicy JJreezes/' by per. 
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W. H. B.UDDXMAH. 



Ou7 I'hanJ^S; Qkd I'hanl^s. 

FOR SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 



Wm. J. KlRKPATRrcX. 
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1. With an - thems of praise we come to - day To him who is Lord a - lone, 

2. For gifts of his love our hearts re - joice, For hopes that, with kind - ling glow, 

3. Be tune - fUl our tongues with grand- est lays, His ex - eel - lent name to sing ; 

4. May years yet in store his good-ness own, And filled with the life di - vine, 
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Whose mer - cies have filled our flow - 'ry way. And saved from sor- rows un - known. 

Our lives have a- roused to no - bier choice, And spread their grac - es he - low. 

His Fa- ther-ly care our steps sur-veys, And ev - 'ry bless -ing will bring. 

Prove strong for the cross, and then the crown. When all his jew - els shall shine. 
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CHORUS. 
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Our thanks, 
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glad thanks. 



We will raise 
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1. The mul - ti- tude their garments spread, As Je - bus rode a - long; The children all ho- 

2. For - bid them not, the Sav- ioor said, Bat let them come to me ; Un - to my arms let 

3. Out of the mouths of babes so dear The Lord has per- feet praise; He con- descends from 

L — ^ • ^ 
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CHORUS. 




ho - San - - na 



To our 



san - na said, — ^Hosan - na, was their song. Ho - san - - na, 
them be led, I will their Saviour be. 
heav'n to hear The songs their voices raise. Ho - san- na to our glorious King, Hosan-na to our glorious King, Our 

i 
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glorious King a-bove; His life he gave our souls to save ; His name we'll ev - er love! 
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Copyright, X884, ^y John J. Hood. 
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Kev. Enoch Stubbs. 



>Iccept ou? Qkd Ppaises, 

[FOR CHILDREN'S DAY.] 



Wm. J. RlRKPATRICK. 




1. We come, blessed Saviour, a- gain un-to thee, As children we gath-er with gladness and glee; The 

2. Not now as of old let the lad- der appear In vis ' ion alone, but be ver - i - ly here ; A 

3. Our fa- thers are pass- ing so swift- ly away, Make us wise and ho - ly and ear • nest, we pray ; That 

4. When meetings are ended, and summer is gone, — Death's winter approaches, our work all well done, — Then 
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sum-mer is come, with it9 sunshine and flow'rs, To cheer and to bless us with bright, joy- ous hours* 
stair- way of ho - ly in-struction be given. By which we may climb to the king - dom of heav'n. 
when they are gone we may en • tcr the fight, And bat- tie for Je - sus, for truth, and the right, 
out of the cold of this world's snow and ice Receive us, dear Lord, to thine own par - a - dise. 




Ac- cept our glad praises, O Je - sus our King, With joy shall our voices 



in mel - o - dy ring; Of 
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Accept our QIad Praises.-coNCLTn>ED. 
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thee we would sing, to thee we would pray, To thee we would of • fer our glad hearts to-day. 
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C. W. R. 



Let the ^aviou; in. 

" Behold, I stand at the door, and knock." — Rev. Ui. ao. 

-I \ 1- 



C. W. Rat. 




z. Wouldst thou be sav'd from sin ? Let the Saviour in ; Hast thou long doubting been ? Let the Saviour in. 

2. Wouldst thou be sav'd from death ? Let the Saviour in ; Wouldst thou escape his wrath ? Let the Saviour in ; 

3. Why wilt thou still de- lay? Let the Savour in ; Wouldst thou grieve him away ? Let the Saviour in ; 




-J^-al4| [-r^^p^ 



Still waiting at the door, Pleading as oft before ; Why shouldst thou grieve him more ? Let the Saviour in. 
Dost thou sal- vation crave? Mighty is be to save; Do not his anger brave, Let the Saviour in. 
He can great wealth bestow, But shouldst thou bid him go. Bitter will be thy woe : Let the Saviour in. 
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from "Spicy Breexes, " by per. 
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Bessie Rrbcb. 
mtA spirit. 
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^ong of Qifceting. 

FOR SPECIAL OCCASIONS. 
J ^-\- 



AoAM Gbibbl. 




1. To you, kind friends, once more we come, With cheerful songs of greeting, With grateful hearts for 

2. Tho' time hath strewn our path with wrecks, And treasured hopes have perished, And tho' among them 

3. Ye light of heart, come join our song, And praise the God of heav - en, Who to the earth with 




mer - cies past, O'er lives, like our*s, so fleet- ing; We meet a -gain, yes, meet a -gain! How 
lie our friends, So dear- ly loved and cher- ishSi ; We meet a -gain, oh, yes, we meet To 
o - pen hand Hath ev • 'ry bless - ing giv -en; We meet a-gain to praise his name With 




sweet the thought comes o'er us ! How bright the visions of the past, As now they flit be - fore us. 

cheer the sad and tear-ful! For- get- ting care in hap-py song. Among the gay and cheer- ftiL 

voic - es loud and ring- ing; And may he guide, while we u - nite This song of welcome sing- ing. 
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^Ong of Qrsetil^.— Concluded. 
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Oh, wel-come! wel - oome! wel- come! friends; Our hearts with jo; 



mr nearts witn l oy _ are Deal 



beat - ingi 




Rev. S. Baring Gould. 



ji. 



lotf the Day is Over. 

" I will both lay me down in peace, and sleep." — Ps. iv. 8. 



J. Barnby. 



^ ^^^Jj^ij^ 




1. Now the day is o - yer, Night is drawing nigh, Shadows of the eve- ning Steal across the sky. 




2 Jesus, give the weary 
Calm and sweet repose ; 
With thy tenderest blessing 
Majr our ejrelida close. 



3 Thro' the long night-watches, 
May thine an^la sqi^aiI 
Theix 'wlvite "w\»!g& «!fess^^ ^ksa^ 



fjff\f\ fr^r^^T^ 



4 When the morning wakena 
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A. K. W. 

IViih tenderness. 



I'he Children's Day. 

First Prize Hyma. 



. >n »^**« tenaemess. N k i . 



Adam Gbibbl. By per. 



t 



T 



1. This day the sound up- on the street 

2. The ver - y birds that skim the air, 

3. And as on earth our Saviour' took 



Is not the march of hurried feet 
The ten - der leaf- lets, pass- ing Mr, 
A lit - tie child, with lov-ing look, 



— r 

That 

Make 

In- 




If T ^ 

pass a-long the way,That pass,That pass a- long the way ; It is the gentle, measured tread Of 

glad this festive day,Make glad,Make glad this festive day ; The joy of life in sky so blue. The 

to his arms di- vine, in - to In - to his arms di-vine ; Now help us, in our future years Let 

**•-- ^-«-**__ 'fft t ifff 



1 — t — '■ I 'i I — i — V 




xi N — 1-^ — »— -d-o-ri — h 

-PA.. }47o «x- y*\t. 4-T«A n\^\ 



'W "W ~W ^ »i,,, 
youth and love, by glad hope led, For 'tis, for 'tis the Children's Day, For 'tis the Children's Day. 

friends so strong, and tried, and true. Make bright, make bright our glorious way. Make blight our glorious way. 

come what may of joy or tears. To l]«, to be as children thine. To be as children thine. 




'**'- '«^A?:sii;c;;^ 



c:> Q> ^> ^^ «s> ^» ^z^ 

"^kv) "«& 'MX '«k>. ^f^ \>w ^iX 



Allegretto, 



Qod Bless our Pastor. 



Gvr^RGB Bbavbrson. 
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1. God bless out- pas - tor! may he be With heav'nly wis-dom crown'd! The light, the glad- ness 

2. Grod bless our pas - tor ! to his heart Thy precious word re - veal, And may the Sav - iour, 

3. Gk)d bless our pas - tor! light of truth For- ev - er round him shine! Watch o'er him with thi 

J r 




^^ 



of thy word With- in his heart a - bound ; Oh, may he wsike in ev - 'ry soul The 
dear and kind, Ac - cept each fond ap - peal ! Oh, 'mid the storms that gather yound Be 
lov - ing care, — Make ev - 'ry ef - fort thine ; Oh, sane - ti - fy each thought and deed. And 




piHi f i i ;j jiMlMm 




love, the joy di - vine, The bles- sed hope and sym - pa- thy. Dear Saviour, which are thine ! 
thou his hope and stay. To lead thy flock still nearer. Lord, Still heav'nward day by day. ' 
con - secrate^ to thee His life, his hopes, for- ev - ermore. All to thy glo - ry be! 




<s> 



Copyright, 1884, byJoHSj. HooD. 
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Fanny J. Crosbt. 

FULL CHORUS. 



Our pestiire Day so Bright 

ANNIVERSARY ANTHEM. 



Jko. R. Swbnby. 







Behold the army of the Sunday-school, Our banners waving in the light ; We come, protected by a 
■P-, p » p p p^p p , p — _ — p — ^ . 9' 
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M time go to Duet, infant school. 








Sav- iour's love, To hail our fest- ive day so bright. On- ward, on- ward we are marching, too. 



^ r r 
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A 
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Lambs of Je-sus, keeping step with you; Oh, how gladly now we sing, Blessed be the Lord our King. 



'^i^r^m 



? 
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^-^^ir^/, ^ss_ 
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«- ^yJoar^J. Hood. 
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Key Bb. DUET. 
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Oup pestive Day so Bright-coNTixTJEP. 



spring, with her balmy showers, Wakes all the birds and flowers ; Light- ly she trips a -long, And 



^3t= 



T 
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^FUIili CHORUS. 




fills our youthful hearts with sqfig. 



Cheer - i - ly we lis - ten while the wild birds sing 





m 



^- — d — d~= — i — Tr| — 8 — *- 



^m 



^ \ lJt\ f-rt^ 



m^ 



Greet- ing, hap - py greet- ing, to the love - ly Spring ; Mier - ry beams, that glis - ten where the 

^ p- f,T — £ — r> , r' r £ -0 «-X' 
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Oup" pestiife Day so ^Biiglit-coNTmuED. 




south-winds play, Are glad as we to - day ; 



Thanks to our Cre- a - tor for a world so fair, 

r rr p . 





^ ^^^=^^f^^^ 
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Praise for ev - 'ry bless- ing, ev - 'ry Joy 



4=- 



t:»= 



r-tr—^- 



we share ; 

^ — f^ 
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Nature's man - y voic - es, o - ver 



P^H-rT^ 



Fine, 



^'^=t:¥ ^=^^ 
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a> 
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hill and glen, Re- peat the loud A - men, a - men, a - men, a - men. 

a - men, a - men. 



1^ 
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Oup festive Day so Bpighl5.-cowci.uDED. 
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SOLO. 




f^4f=f^fej^ 



Sweet are the buds in their beauty now unfolding, Yet they are frail and they wither in a day ; 




fc=±=i 
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Think of a home where they live and bloom forever, Home where the spring-time never fades a- way. 




g4t I * " I r^^^^^^H-HH-N^- ^ 
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Fanut J. Ckosby. 



Come andr meet us. 

OPBNINO HYMN. ^ 



JHO. K. SWBHST. 



it 



K-r-l rf* — i— I — I ^ — ^ — N-J ^ — >— 1 — I — f* *^ — ^^- 



1. Come and meet us, Lord, we pray, Bless our Sabbath-school to - day ; At its ope- ning 

2. Come and help us, Lord, our King, While our grate - ftil praise we bring ; May^ our hap - py 

3. Come and lead us, Lord, our Guide, In thy sha - dow may we hide ; Though our way we 

4. Bless our kind_ instruct - ors. Lord, Faith - Ail teach - ers of thy word, Give them pa- tience 

IS I J^ . . J J^ -•-. J^ 



teM^ 




iE 






t 
CHORUS. 1 




^ K i CHORUS. N ^ K ^1 



be thou near, May we feel thy presence here. Saviour, come. Saviour, come, Fill with joy our 
cho - rus rise. Borne like incense to the skies, 
can - not see. Still our faith may cling to thee, 
while they sow Seed whose fruit for thee shall grow. 




^I'-Tf-nf-yft 
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Sab- bath home: Draw our youth- fill hearts to thee, May we all thy chil-dren be. 

■ ' - f^ ------- ^ 
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Fannt J. Crosby*. 



I'lie ^on of I'hy Lorn 



183 



CLOSING HYMN. 



M 



Jko. R. Swbnbv. 



^;^^d#^ ^i^l^ ^3OT^ 
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1. We thank thee, dear Father, for what we have heard, And pray that thy blessing may follow thy word ; 

2. We thank thee, dear Father, for moments so bright, When we in thy worship may gladly u- nite; 

3. Ac- cept our de - vo-tion,and now as we part. We ask that thy Spir- it may dwell in each heart, 

4. And when in thy tern- pie we gath-er no more. When meeting and parting on earth shall be o'er, 

J J J. J J -•■._J_^ 




r ^ I I " — *■ 



Oh, grant that wherev- er we children may go, Our lives and ex - am- pie its teaching may show. 
Oh, may the instruction that here we re - ceive Lead ma - ny a-round us on thee to be- lieve. 
May keep us from e - vil wher-ev- er we. go, And help us in wisdom and knowledge to grow. 
Oh, then to thy kingdom of joy may we come. And praise thee forev - er in glo - ry at home. 



^^ ^^ ^^m 




^ 



Oh, hear us, dear Father, look down from above ; We ask thee thro* Je-sus, the Son of thy love. 

- - - * ^- 
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Capyrfsrhe, 1884, by John J. Hood. 



185 The Clilld of a King. 




I My Father is rich in houses and lands. 
He holdeth the wealth of the world in 
his hands! [gold, 

Of rubies and diamonds, of silver and 
His coffers are full, he has riches untold. 

CAo.—l'm the child of a King, 
The child of a King ; 
With Jesus my Saviour, 
I'm the child of a King. 

a My Father's own Son, the Saviour 
from sin I [of men; 

Once wandered o'er earth as the poorest 
But now he is reigning forever on high. 
And will give me a home in heaven, by 
and by ! ' [earth, 

3 I once was an outcast stranger on 
A sinoer by choice, an "alien" by birth ! 
But I've been "adopted," my name's 

written down ; [crown. 

An heir to a mansion, a robe, and a 

4 A tent or a cottage, why should I care? 
They're building a palace for me over 

there I [may sing; 

Though exiled from home, yet, still I 
All glory to Grod, I'm the child of a 

King. 

196 Criory to His name. 




FAMILIAR HYMNS. 

There to my heart was the blood applied ; 
Glory to his name. 

CAo, — Glory to his name, : || 
There to my heart was the blood applied ; 
Glory to his name. ■. 

3 I am so wondrously saved from sin, 
Jesus so sweetly abides within : 
There at the cross where he took me in ; 
Glory to his name. 

3 Oh, precious fountain, that saves from 

sin, 
I am so glad I have entered in ; [clean. 
There Jesus saves me and keeps me 
Glory to his name. 

4 Come to this fountain, so rich and 

sweet ; 
Cast thy poor soul at the Saviour's feet ; 
Plunge in to-day , and be made complete ; 

Glory to his name. 

187 Is my name written there t 




" ^^^^fvATat t/te cross where my Saviour I 

^^'^ ^^ r , [cried: 

^^'^ ^^ cieansiag from sin I ' 



: Lord, I care not for riches. 

Neither silver nor gold ; 
I would make sure of heaven, 

I would enter the fold. 
In the book of thy kingdom, 

With its pages so fair. 
Tell me, Jesus, my Saviour, 

fs my name written there? 

Cho. — Is my name written there, 

On the page white and fair? 
In the book of thy kingdom 
Is my name written there ? 

2 Lord, my sins they are many, 
Like the sands of iVve %e^. 
But thy blood, oVi. m^ ^aN\wit\ 

1M 



Is sufficient for me ; 
For thy promise is written, 
In bright letters that glow, 
"Though your sins be as scarlet, 
I will make them like snow.'* 

3 Oh. that beautiful city. 

With its mansions of light, 
With its glorified beings. 

In pure garments of white ; 
Where no evil thing cometh. 

To despoil what is fair ; 
Where the angels are watching,— 

Is my name written there ? 

188 Bringing in the Bheavei. 




I Sowing in the morning, sowing seeds 

of kindness, [eves 

Sowing in the noon-tide, and the dewy 

Waiting for the harvest, and the time of 

reaping, [the sheaves. 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing in 

CAo. — Bringing in the sheavesi": |( 

We shall come rejoicing. 

Bringing in the sheaves. : || 

3 Sowing in the sunshine, sowing in the 

shadows, [chilhng breexe; 

Fearing neither clouds nor winter's 

By and by the harvest, and the labor 

ended, [the sheaves. 

We shall come rejoicing, bringing in 

3 Go, then, ever weeping, sowing for 

the Master, [often grieves; 

Though the loss sustained our spirit 

When our weeping's over, he will bid 

>a&N*^'y5\«v^^ [the sheaves. 
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What a Friend. 




If-^-^^ ^s 
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I What a Friend we have in Jesus, 

All our sins and griefs to bear 1 
What a privilege to carry 

Everything to God in prayer 1 
O what peace we often forfeit, 

O what needless pain we b€^, — 
All because we do not carry 

Everything to God in prayer. 

a Have we trials and temptations ? 

Is there trouble anywhere ? 
We should never be discouraged. 

Take it to the Lord in prayer ; 
Can we find a Friend so &ithful, 

Who will all our sorrows share ? 
Jesus knows our every weakness, 

Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

3 Are we weak and heavy laden. 

Cumbered with a load of care ? 
Precious Saviour, still our refuge, — 

Take it to the Lord in prayer ; 
Do thy friends despise, forsake thee ? 

Take it to the Lord in prayer ; 
In his arms he'll take and shield thee, 

Thou wilt find a solace there. 



1:90 



Alas ! and did. 



FAVXIiTAR HYMNS. 

3 Was it for crimes that I had done 
He groaned uoon the tree? 
Amazing pity 1 grace unknown 1 
And love beyond degree 1 

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide, 

And shut his glories in. 
When Christ, the mighty Maker, died 
For man, the creature, 's sin. 

4 Thus might I hide my blushing lace 

While his dear cross appears, 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt mine eyes to tears. 

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay 

The debt of love I owe ; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away ; 
'Tis all that I can do. ' 
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Come, thou Fount. 




X Alas I and did my Saviour bleed ? 
And did my Sovereign die ? 
Would he devote that sacred head 
For such a tyoiw as I? 




3 O to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm constrained to be { 
Let thy grace. Lord, like a fetter. 

Bind my wand'ring heart to thee: 
Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it. 

Prone to leave the God I love; 
Here's my heart. Lord, take and seal 

Seal it for thy courts above. [it. 



19^ 



Missionary Hymn. 




I Come, thou Fount of every blessing, 

Tunc my heart to sing thy grace ; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 

Call for songs of loudest praise ; 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above 
Praise the mount — O fix me on it, 

Mount of God's unchanging love. 

3 Here I'll raise my Ebenerer; 

Hither by thy help I'm come: 
And I hope, by thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home ; 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wand'ring from the fold of God\ 
He, to save my sov\\tota''^?lx^^'5.x^ 

Interposed Vj\& \>T^c\o>a&\:^oQA.% 



z From Greenland's icy mountains. 

From India's coral strand ; 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

a Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high, 
Shall we, to men benighted, 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation 1 Oh, salvation I 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till earth's remotest nation 

Has learned Messiah's name. 

3 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story. 
And you, ye waters, roll, 

Till, like a sea of glory. 

It spreads from pole to pole; 

Till o'er our ransomed nature 
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dea^'A 









^ »"«'" »°"'='^ T««""-. 



S-- 






1 



108 Must Jesus bear the Cross. 




t R^g^Jt ;^ 



Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the World go free ? 

No, there's a cross for every one, 
And there's a cross for me. 

a How happy are the saints above, 
Who once went sorrowing here ; 
But now they taste unmingled love. 
And joy without a tear. 

3 The consecrated cross I'll bear, 
Till death shall set nie free ; 
And then go home mycrown to wear, 
For there's a crown for me. 

109 Redeeming work is done. 




tfq ff#Jt ;^ 
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X Redeeming work is done. 
The debt of sin is paid ; 
The precious Lamb of God, 
My sacrifice is made. 

Mef, — ^Jesus paid it all ; 

All to him I owe ; 
Sin had left a crimson stain ; 
He washetl it white as snow. 

a I'll bow at Jesus' feet. 

And plead his grace so free ; 
I'll wash me in his blood, — 
That blood was shed for me. 

3 Yes, Jesus paid it all ; 
To him the glory be ; 
His love my pardon speaks, 
And grace has set me free. 



FAHIIilAB HYMNS. 
2200 Blow ye the trumpet. 




I Blow ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly solemn sound ; 

Let all the nations know. 
To earth's remotest bound. 

The year of jubilee is come ; 

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

a Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Has full atonement made ; 
Ye weary spirits, rest ; 

Ye mourning souls, be glad ; 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye jransomed sinners, home. 

3 Exalt the Lamb of God, 

The sin-atoning Lamb ; 
Redemption by his blood 

Through all the world proclaim ; 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

2201 Blest be the tie that binds. 




I Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in christian love ; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 

a Before our Father's throne 

We pour our ardent prayers ; 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts atvd. oa>x «ax«^ 



3 We share our mutual woes, ' 
Our mutual burdens bear ; 
And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

22022 I love to tell the Story. 




3F=F:^#ja 
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I LOVE to tell the Story 

Of unseen things above. 
Of Jesus and his glory. 

Of Jesus and his love ; 
I love to tell the Story, 

Because I know it's true ; 
It satisfies my longings. 

As nothing else would do. 

C&<?.— I love to tell the Story, 

'Twill be my theme in glory, 
To tell the Old. Old Story, ' 
Of Jesus and his love. 

a I love to tell the Story t 

More wonderful it seems 
Than all the golden fancira 

Of all our golden dreams. 
I love to tell the Story, 

It did so much for me. 
And that is just the reason 

I tell it now to thee. 

3 I love to tell the Story, 

For those who know it best 

Seem hungering and thirsting 
To hear it like the rest. 

And when, in scenes of glory, 
I sing the New, New Song, 

'Twill be thft.Q^^.C^v5£»^s^5=s^i=^. 
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I I LOVE thy kingdom. Lord, — 
The house of thine abode, — 
The Church ourblest Redeemer sav*d 
With his own precious blood. 

8 I love thy Church, O God I 
Her walls before thee stand. 
Dear as the apple of thine eye. 
And graven on thy hand. 

5 For her my tears shall fall ; 
For her my prayers ascend ; 
To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end. 

204 Sweet Hour of Prayer. 

-9- 



FAMILrAR HYMNS. 

And since he bids me seek his fiice, 
Believe his word, and trust his grace, 
II : I'll cast on him my every care, 
And wait for thee, sweet hour of 
prayer. 



Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of 

prayer ! 
May I thy consolation share, 
Till, from Mount Pisgah's lofty height, 
I view my home and take my flight : 
This robe of flesh I'll drop, and rise 
To seize the everlasting prize ; 
: And shout, while passing through the 

air. 
Farewell, farewell, sweet hour of 

prayer. : |j 
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Nearer to Thee. 




^4P-^lf^=iB:a 



3 There let my way appear 
Steps unto heaven ; 
All that thou sendest roe, 

In mercy given: 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee I . 



206 Jesus, lover of my soul. 




X Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour 
of prayer. 
That calls me from a world of care. 
And bids me at my Father's throne 
Make all my wants and wishes known: 
In seasons of distress and grief, 
My soul has often found relief, 

|: And oft escap>ed the tempter's snare. 
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer.: 



• Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of 
prayer, 
Tb^ wings shall my petition bear 
.JZ^yft/vw irAage truth and faithfulness , 
-«?«5^<? r/MC waltJag: soul to bltiss; / 



Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee I 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me t 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 

Nearer to thee 1 

Though like the wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 

Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone, 

Yet in my dreams I'd be 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to tVieeV 



i 



Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to thy bosom fly, 
While the raging billows roll. 

While the tempest still is l\)gh; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide. 

Till the storm of life is past: 
Safe into the haven guide, 

Oh, receive my soul at last. 

Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee: 
Leave, ah, leave me not alone 1 

Still support and comfort me; 
All my trust on thee is stayed ; 

All my help from thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. 

Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 

More than all in thee I And ; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint. 

Heal the sick, and lead the blii 
Just and holy is thy name, 

I am all unrighteousness : 
False and full of sin I am. 

XVi'Q^a.t&xt full ot truth and cmM 
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He Leadeth Me. 




Sn^ 
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Mb leadeth me I .0 blessed thoueht { 
O words with heavenly comfort fraught 7 
Whate'er I do, where er I be- 
Still 'tis God's h^nd that leadeth me. 

Rbv. — He leadeth me, he leadeth me, 
By his own hand he leadeth me ; 
His feithful follower I would be. 
For by his hand he leadeth me. 

a Lord^ I would clasp thy hand in mine 
Nor ever murmur nor repine— 
Content, Mrhatever lot I see. 
Since 'tis my God that leadetlt me. 

208 Saviour, like a Shepherd. 
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"Saviour, like a Shepherd lead us, 
Much we need thy tend'rest care ; 

In thy pleasant pastures feed us, 
Far our use thy folds prepare ; 

Blessed Jesus, 
Thou hast bought us, thine we are. 

Thou hast promised to receive us, 
Poor and sinful though we be ; 

Thou hast mercy to relieve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and power to free; 

Blessed Jesus, 
We will early turn to thee. 

Early let us seek thy favor, 

ELarly let us do thy will ; 
Blessed Lord, and only Saviour, 

With thy love our bosom fill ; 
Blessed Jesus, 

Tkou hast loved us, love us still. 



FAMILIAR HYMNS. 
200 The Rock t nat u nifiiher than I. 




X Oh, sometimes the shadows are deep. 
And rough seems the path to the goal. 
And sorrows, how often they sweep' 
Like tempests down over the soul. 

Cho. — 1: Oh, then to the Rock let me fly,. 
To the Rock that is higher than I.:] 

8 Oh, sometimes how long seems the day. 
And sometimes how weary my feet ; 
But toiling in life's dusty way. 
The Rock's blessed shadow, how sweet { 

3 Oh. near to the Rock let me kiep, 
Or blessings, or sorrows prevail ; 
Or climbing the mountainTway steep 
Or walking the shadowy vale. 



The New Song. 




^r^s 



3 Can my lips be mute, or my heart be sad« 
When the gracious Master nath made me 

gladr Jbe. 

When ne points where the many mansions 
And sweetly says," There is one for thee ?" 

4 I shall catch the gleam of its jasper wall 
When I come to the gloom of the evenfall. 
For I know that the shadows, dreary and 

dim. 
Have a path of light that will lead to hizn. 

211 The morning light it breaking. 



Thbrb are songs of joy that I loved to sing 
When m-^ heart was as blithe as a bird m 

spring ; [cheer 

But the song I have learned is so tuU of 
That the dawn shines out in the da]*kness 

drear. 

Cho.— Oh, the new, new song • Oh, the new> 

new song, [throng : 

I can sing it now with the ransomed 

Power and dominion to him that shall 

reign; [was slain. 

Glory and praise to the Lamb that 

a There are strains of home that are dear 
as life. 
And I list to them oft 'mid the din of strife; 
But I know of a home that is Vfotidtow's^'alvt \ 
And I sing the y&a\m iYwcy ^^x^ivt^Gov^^^^w 



^^ ^w* • ^*v«*'e •• 
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The morning light is breaking • 

The darkness disappears; 
The sons of earth are waking 

To penitential tears ; 
Each breeze tKat sweeps the ocean 

Brings tidings from afar 
Of nations in commotion, 

Prepared for Zion's war. 

See heathen nations bending 

Before the God we love, 
And thousand hearts ascending 

In gratitude above ; 
While sinners, now confessing. 

The gospel call obey, 
And seek the Saviour's blessing, 

A nation in a day. 

Blest river of salvation, 
F*ursue thine onward way ; 

Flow thou to every nation. 
Nor in thy richness stay ; 

Stay not till all the lowly 

Triumphant reach their home 



^a5S«!^ 



IN^DEX 



Pint Lines in roman ; Titles in capitals. 



Accept our glad praises. 
Alas! and did my Saviour bleed? 
All hail the power of Jesus 
All is well, 
And can I yet delay, . 
Are there ten to-day? 
Are you drifting down life's 
Arise, ye saints, arise ! . 
Art thou weary, art thou languid 
At the cross, and 'neath it only, 
Awake 1 arise 1 the morn is bright 
Awake, awake, O Zion, lift thy 

Banner of the cross. 
Beautiful mansions of glory, 
Before the throne, • 
Behold the army of the Sunday- 
BEHOLD.THE FIELDS ARE WHITE 

Beside all waters sow the seed, 
Bleeding, dying— all for me. 
Blessed Bible, how I love it ! 
Blessed Lord, thy invitation. 
Bless us ere we go. 
Blest be the tie that binds, . 
Blood OF Jesus,. 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow, . 
Bow down thln« ear and hear 
Brighter sky beyond, . 
Buds of promise. . . . 

CUjll us Thine own, 

^^^iv /sr/sea, OAr/st is risen, 
<'^^n,e^t us, l^rd, we pray 
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36 
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83 
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Come and work for Jesus. . 
Come, come away to the house of . 
Comb, come to-day, . 
Come, O come, . .' . . 
Come sound his praise abroad, . 
Come, thou fount of every bless- . 
Come to the fountain, . 
Coming home to-day, 

Dear Lord, in simple faith alone, 

Dear Saviour, we gather once 

Devotion. CM., 

Divine guidance, . 

Do something, yes, something, , 

Down at the cross where my Sav- 

Evening shades around us gather 
Evening SONG, . . . . 



Faithful is the saying, . 
For me, ... . 
Forth in the dawn-light, cool and 
For you and for me . 
Forward let us go. 
From Greenland's icy mountains 



Give glory to God, all ye lands 

Give thanks unto God, the Creator 

Glorious victory . 

Go and teach all nations, 
57 God bless our p;istor ! may he be 
J2j God bless our Sabbath-school, 
J4S God is in heaven. and canheYieail 

182 1 God's holy church shau- 

190 
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Go forth 

Go on. go on, ye souls made free 

Go, WORK TO-DAY, . 
Grateful homage. Lord, we bring 
Great and mighty is the God who 
Great is the Lord, the Prince of 
Guide, 7s, .... 

Happy little birdie, 
Hark, hark, thc^ sabbath bells are 
Hark, my soul ! it is the Lord ; 
Hark I 'tis the voice of the Sav- 
Hark I what mean those holy 
Heart and voice we raise. 
Hear the Spirit pleading soft and 

He comes 

He leadeth me 1 blessed thought 
Help us Lord, with every day. 
His love and mercy telling, 
His mercy endureth forever 
Hold up the gospel banner; 
Holy, holy, holy. Lord. 
Holy Spirit, faithful guide, . 
Holy voices, . 

HOSANNA TO OUR KiNG, . 
Hushed was the evening hymn. 



I am leaning, O my Father, 

I am looking, ever lookmg with a 

I am saved in Christ my Saviour, 

I am trusting in the Lord and 

In Bethany, 

I cannot seek too early, » 
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INDEX. 



I have found a friend divine, 6a 

I have laid my burden down, . 50 

I hope to meet you all in glory; . 66 

I lov^ thy kingdom, Lord, — . 1^03 

I love to tell the story, . - . 202 

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger 61 

I must have the Saviour with me, 54 

Infant SONG 49 

In God we trust, oh, blessed . 88 

In his mercy Jesus sought me, . 11 

Inspirer and hearer of prayer, . 109 

In the hollow of his hand, . 46 

In the murmur of the breeze, . 10 

In the. shadow of the rock, . . 85 

In this world of sin and danger, . 149 
In Thy likeness, . . .167 

I sing of a land, a land far away, 150 

Is it well with us, my brother, . 48 

It must be settled to-night, . . 121 
Its all in Jesus, . . .112 

I've reached the land of com and 193 

I wandered in darkness, forsaken, 147 

I was a wand'rer once from home, 42 

I WILL SING His praises, . . II 

Jacob's Well 122 

Jesus I come to thee, . . . 159 

Jesus, lover of my soul, . , 206 

Jesus, my Lord, to thee I cry, . 155 
Jesus, my only hope, . . .123 

Jesus, MY OWN 147 

Jesus sat by the well, and a. .122 

Jesus saves 115 

Jesus, stiir lead on, ... 5 

Jesus the Saviour is waiting and . 158 

Joy COMETH IN the morning,. 41 

Joyously sing, joyously sing, , 34 

Let the Saviour in, . . 173 

Lift your voices, watchmen. 144 



Look unto Him and be saved 
Lookunto Jesus, O penitent heart 
Look up I behold the fields are . 
Lord, I care not for riches, 
Lo ! the fields are white unto har- 
LOVE immortal. 
Love there is that passeth . 
lov'st thou me? . 

Make me loving, . 

Meek and lowly 

Mercy at the cross. 

More of Jesus 

Morning, noon and evening . 
Must Jesus bear the cross alone, . 
My beautiful home on high, 
My father is rich in houses and . 
My soul with rapture is bounding. 

Nature's lullaby . 

Nature's praise, 

Nearer, my God, to thee, . 

'Neath the cross, . 

'Neath the droppings of the foun- 

Now He abides in me, . 

Now the day is over, . 

O beautiful city of God above, . 
O, come and be happy with Jesus, . 
O day of rest, divinely blest, 
O for a heart to praise my God, . 
O for a thousand tongues, to sing. 
Oh, I often sit and ponder, . 
Oh, to.be more like Jesus, . 
Oh, we are young soldiers for Je- 
Oh, wtfary pilgrifrj, lift your head. 
Oh, what is your prospect, poor . 
O Jesus, our Saviour, . 
O MY Father, help Tky ch.vl\> 
Once again oi Jesws >Nfe viQxsXd. 
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Once more we lift our joyful eyes 
One look at the Crucified Jesus 

Onward 

Onward, onward, let the watch- 

Open the door, 

O sometimes the shadows are 

Our blessed Sabbath home. 

Our Father, who art in heaven. 

Our festive day so bright. 

Our merry, merry hearts are 

Our Sabbath Home. 

Our thanks, glad thanks, . 

Over the jasper sea, 

O what can little hands do, . 

Perfect peace, . 
Praise to God, . 
Praises to our Saviour King 
Praise ye the Lord, 
Precious, loving Saviour, 
Precious, precious story. 
Prepare the highway of the Lord 
Press on, press on, ye workers, 
Put on the white robes of glad- 
Redeeming work is done, . 
Redemption, . 
Rejoice ! lor the wand'rers are 

Rest 

Rest ever with God, 
Return of the Prodigal, 

Revival 

Room for little feet, . 
Room for the children 



Sabbath bells, . 
Salvation is the battle cry, 
. . Save me now, La«x^ . 
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OUR SABBATH HOME PRAISE BOOK. 



Saviour, who in love divine, • 91 

Say, do we know what a friend . 125 

See, day light is fading o'er earth 131 

See that banner waving high, . 153 

Shall we meet beyond the river, . 197 

Shout for gladness, sons of Zion, . 60 

Shout THE VICTORY, . , 146 

Showalter, 8s, . . . , 109 

Softly and tenderly Jesus is call- 44 

So near the gate of mercy, . . 129 

Song of greeting, . . . 174 

Songs in the calm,still night 120 

Sowing in the morning, . . 188 

Stokes, S. M 25 

Stubbs, S.^l 99 

Sweet hour of prayer, . . . 204 

Sweetly resting, sweetly resting, . 22 

Sweet Saviour, bless us ere we go, 83 

Take courage 23 

Take me as I am, . . .155 

Teach me, O Lord, this very day, 80 
Tell me oft the story, . .102 

Thank God and take courage, . 23 

Thanks be to God, who watches . 168 

The beautiful homes of the 40 

The bright and happy land, 8 

The children's day, . . 176 

The children's prayer, . 104 

The door to heaven is open wide . 112 

The fountain is opened, . 136 

The future lies before me. . 134 

The heathen are weeping far over 4 

The highway of the Lord, . 59 

The land far away, . . 150 

The Lord is the fountain of good- 136 

Ths Lord's prayer, . . 135 



The morning light is breaking, , 211 

The multitude their garments . 171 
There are songs of joy that I .210 

There is a brighter sky beyond, . 157 

There is mercy at the cross, , 126 

There remaineth a rest for the . 40 

There remaineth therefore a rest, 47 

THERE'S A blessing AT THE . 50 

There's a place of rest where the 166 

There's a voice in my heart, and. no 

There's something more to live for 102 

There's victory in Jesus, . . 63 

There were ten who stood as the . 70 

The Saviour is mine, ... 92 

The Son of thy love, , . 183 

The traiiquil hours steal by. . 113 

The war cry is sounding, , . 146 

The WAYSIDE WELL, . . . I43 

The white fields, ... 35 

This day the sound upon the . 176 

Though I journey day by day, , 51 

Thou wilt keep them. Lord, in . Z32 

'Tis the gospel message, . . 24 

'Tis the gracious Saviour calling, 71 

'Tis the Lord who leadeth me . 120 

To-day there is gladness . 38 

To-day the Saviour calls, . . 107 

To God we render in this dear re- 36 

To you, kind friends, once more . 174 

Trusting and believing, . 161 

Trusting in the Rock, . . 154 

Turn, oh, turn thy footsteps home- 142 

'Twas good to sit at Jesus' feet, , 141 

'Twas the beautiful angels that . 94 

Up AND AW AY 137 

Victory in the cross, . . 63 



Wake from thy drowsy sleep. 
Walk in the footsteps of Jesus, 
Watch, . . . . 
We are buds of promise fair. 
We are coming once again, . 
We are coming, we are coming. 
We are little children, learning 
We are marching on to a bright 
We are marching to the music 
We are young soldiers for Jesus, 
We come, blessed Saviour, again 
We have heard a joyful sound. 
We'll never lay down our armor, 
We love the grand old story, 
We thank thee, dear Father, for 
What a friend we have in Jesus, 
What can little hands do? 
What is your prospect, 
Whatsoever we ask of Jesus, 
When shall I, Lord, in thy blest 
When the morning breaks in 
When the purple morn is break- 
White robes of gladness. 
Who shall roll away the stone ? 
Why stand ye here idle, with so 
Will you come with us to Jesus, 
With anthems of praise we come 
With Jesus ever near, . 
Wont you love my Jesus? 
Wouldut thou be saved from sin? 
Wouldst thou have joy to yield. 

Ye know not when I shall come, 
Yes, I will go, . 
Yes, I WILL praise Him, . 
Yet there is room for little feet, 
Young soldiers for Jesus, 
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